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POSSESSIVE ITALIAN NEIGHBOR 


She’s been mine since the first moment | saw her. 


l'm her possessive Italian neighbor, watching her from 
the window of my apartment next door. 


I’m an Italian older man obsessed with this younger 
woman from abroad. It’s the first time I’ve ever felt this 
way, and I’m going to make her mine and claim her from 
Lake Como to Tuscany and everywhere in-between. 


It’s her first time in Italy, and I’m going to be her first, and 
last, for life 


And | won’t stop until she’s pregnant with my baby, so the 
whole world knows she’s mine, no matter who tries to stop 
US. 


*Possessive Italian Neighbor is an insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger 
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CHAPTER 1 


Alessandro 
She’s been mine since the first moment | laid eyes on her. 
She stays in that apartment just next to mine. And because 
this is Milan, the quirky design of our building means | can 


see right in her front window. 


And | wait. Look. Hoping to catch a glimpse of her. | sit 
back from the curtains so she can’t see me. 


It’s been like this for a week now, ever since the day she 
moved in. 


That apartment’s been empty the entire year I’ve been here 
since moving in from Naples. 


But damn, when she arrived did she ever bring it to life 


And making a life with her, breeding with her and putting a 
baby in her stomach was my new number one mission in life. 


And that started with protecting hers. 
People think Milan is all fashion parties, design, and wealth. 
They’re wrong. 


This town can be rough, especially at night. 


Which is why I slip down the steps a few yards behind her at 
the Duomo metro stop. 


I’ve been doing this for three days now. 
And now? 


I’m going to do it every night. No way I’m letting her take 
the last train back to our apartment building alone. 


And it’s not going to be much longer because soon I’m going 
to tell her she’s not working the late shift anymore. It’s too 
dangerous. 

She needs to be home with me, or at least working 
somewhere close to home so | can get to her in case 
something happens. 

She taps her metro card on the metro card turnstile as the 
announcer informs the riders this is the last train of the 
night. 


| tap mine a few turnstiles over after she’s safely passed 
through, but the light flashes red and not green. 


“Sorry, sir You just missed it. We’re closed.” 


| stare down the employee. “My woman is down there 
waiting. | must escort her.” 


“Rules are rules,” he says. 


| growl at him, showing him gritted teeth, and hop over the 
turnstile daring him to say another fucking word. 


Wisely, he doesn’t. 


| race down the stairs feeling the gush of air from the 
approaching car and finish my descent and dart across the 
platform just before the doors close on me. 


| see her there, in her white dress. 


Her head moves in my direction slightly, but she quickly 
looks forward again. 


| Know she saw me. But she’s smart. Don’t make eye 
contact on the metro. 


She may not be from around here, or even Italian, but she’s 
got street smarts. | like that. 


| should look forward too, but | can’t. | can’t take my eyes 
off her. 


Fuck, this is worse than when I’m at home, spending hours 
on end just waiting for her to pass in front of her window, 
hoping to catch a glimpse of her while my hard on rages on 
without stopping. Just thinking about her gets me hard. Just 
the thought of seeing her. 


Yeah, I’m obsessed...and it feels fucking incredible. 


I've never felt this way in my entire life. 
It’s all new She’s new And I bet she’s “new” in more ways 
than one. 


| know how Italian guys can be. Hell, I’m one of them, but 
I’ve been celibate for years. But I’m not most guys, and I’m 
not going to waste time giving her the chance to meet some 
other guy first. 


She will be mine and mine only. 


When I see something | want I give everything | have until 
it’s mine. l'Il pursue her to the ends of the earth like an 
obsession if | have to. If that’s what it takes. 


But it’s not just lustful desire | feel for her It’s so much 
more. | want to show her off to the world. Have her on my 
arm always. Swim off the coast of Sardinia with her and our 
children...and we will have a big Italian family... no doubt 
about that. 


The door that connects one car to another opens and three 
young men enter our car | see them looking at her They 
stop just short but they’re definitely checking her out. 


| widen my stance, one to try to give this throbbing erection 
she’s instantly given me room to breath, and two because if 
these guys try anything | need to be in a fighting stance. 


I’m from the streets, and | don’t fuck around... especially not 
when it comes to my woman. 


| watch as one of the guys checks her out. | hear the sound 
of plastic break and feel blood in my hand, but | don’t take 
my eyes off of her 


| lower my hand, knowing | was squeezing that damn 
overhead handgrip so hard | cracked it in half 


And I’m gonna crack their skulls in half in about one second 
if they get any closer. 


| feel the train slowing as we approach our stop. But tonight 
I’m not exiting through my door in our car, I’m exiting 


through her door | need to be close to her. To protect her 


If anything ever happened to her, especially if | watched it 
go down, I'd be fucking devastated. 


| move closer and just as the train comes to a stop one of the 
boys grabs the bag from her arm and the other flashes a 
knife. 


Rage shoots through me, my muscles firing as | charge the 
boy with the knife, tackling him so hard | hear the blade 
bounce off the floor of the car. 


| pummel his face for even thinking of pulling a knife on a 
woman. Fuck him! 


Just before the exit doors open | sweep my leg back and the 
boy with her bag comes off his feet falling on his ass. 


| roll to my side and on top of him and give him the 
beatdown of the fucking century. 


And just as the final boy goes to run | grab him by the back 
of his shirt, and add another body full of broken bones to the 
pile. 


| see the fear in her eyes as she hurriedly grabs her bag and 
runs for the exit. 


The siren sounds and | know the cops will be here soon. 


| can try and tell them what happened, that it wasn’t my 
fault, but that will only mean I'll need a witness... her. 


And l'm not dragging her into this. 


The security cameras will just show a crazed lunatic beating 
the shit out of some would be hooligans. 


I’m not taking the chance on a jury deciding my fate, 
especially with my past. 


And most importantly I’m not going to jail because that 
would mean | wouldn’t be near her. 


And she’s the only thing | want. The only thing | think 
about. 


| leave the three assholes writhing in pain on the floor and 
step over their bodies and out of the car. 


“Fuck with her, or any woman again. And I will end you all,” 
| say as | step off into the night. 


| need to hurry. To catch up with her to make sure she gets 
home okay. 


CHAPTER 2 


Aurora 


| shut my apartment door behind me, slide the deadbolt into 
place, the loud thud filling the room. 


| turn around, putting my back against the door as | take 
deep breaths in through my nose and out my mouth. 


| slide down the door into a pile, trying to control my 
breathing with the practice exercises | thought |’d mastered. 


Ever so quietly | hear the door next to mine creak open and 
then shut, but I didn’t have to hear that to know who it was. 


Him. 
The man from next door. 


The one who I’ve seen coming and going through the 
peephole a time or two since | moved in. 


The one who never makes a sound in the apartment just 
next to mine. We share a wall, but that’s it. 


| stay as quiet as | can and he does the same. 
The perfect neighbor...apparently in more ways than one 


But did he even know who he was protecting... who he was 
helping? 


Or was | just another woman on the metro trying to get 
home and | just got lucky, very lucky, and had a real 
gentleman on the train come to my aid. 


But aid isn’t the right word and neither is gentleman. 


He may have very well saved my life, and since the moment 
| first saw him | knew he wasn’t the classic definition of a 
gentleman. 


He doesn’t dress like the other men here in Milan who dress 
impeccably to the nines even to just go to the corner shop. 


No. He leaves the house in a T-shirt and jeans, and leather 
boots that somehow don’t make a sound when he walks. 
And he’s usually carrying a duffel bag, never a backpack. 


He’s older than me, probably by a good ten years. But if | 
were judging by life experience I’d say he was miles ahead 
of me. 


He has a hardened look, never smiling. The only thing 
harder than his look is his muscles, and does he ever have 
muscles. 


Even through that white T-shirt | can see he’s sporting eight- 
pack abs and shoulders like boulders. 


And the other day when he dug in his front pants pocket to 
get his keys, his shirt came up a little bit exposing his 
“money maker” as it’s known in the fitness community. It’s 
that V-shaped cut in the lower abdominal region that goes 
down from both sides of the obliques and funnels at angles 
that sort of point into the groin. 


And he’s got something down there in that groin region that 
is impossible to miss. 


| saw it sticking out in the metro tonight, way out. 


And I’ve seen him before. He’s been taking that late train 
for a few days now. 


And he never sits, only stands like a gentleman. Maybe that 
explains his behavior tonight, even though he looks so damn 
rough around the edges. 


And looking, at him, is something I’ve been doing too much 
recently. 


How can | get my homework done when l'm listening for the 
barely audible sound of his door opening so I can run to the 
peephole and try and get a glimpse of this Italian man that 

looks like he was carved out of marble by Michelangelo? 


But what do I do now? 


Thank him? Just let it go? Check the police report and see 
who those guys are? 


| came all the way here to start over, but trouble just found 
me again. 


But this time trouble is six foot five, tatted, and hotter than 
the Tuscan sun. 


CHAPTER 3 


Alessandro 


| enter my apartment, plopping down on the couch but my 
heart is still racing. 


It’s not from those boys, it’s from her. 


| wipe my brow with the back of my hand and feel something 
strange on my skin. 


The blood. 


| go into the bathroom and wash up my hand from when | 
cracked that damn handrail. 


My knuckles are fine. They’re forged from steel after years 
of street fights and mixed martial arts. 


| didn’t choose to be a fighter, fighting chose me. 


Good luck being an orphan, a street kid, in a rough district 
in Naples. 


You've got the mob trying to recruit you, other kids trying to 
beat you down, and stray dogs trying to fight you over 
scraps of food. 


Plus there are always the grannies watching you out of their 
windows so they can call the truancy police when they see 

you outside during school hours. Outside as in out of those 
prisons they put you in. I’d rather get a real education from 


the school of hard knocks than the kind you can find ina 
class book. 


But that lifestyle is catching up with me, and as I’m thirty 
years old now maybe that’s another reason | want to mate 
with her so bad. | have to start a family with her... yesterday. 


And yet I still don’t even know her name. | put my keys in 
the complex door slowly every time I enter It gives me time 
to look at the buzzers to see if she’s put her name on her 
bell. 

Nope. Still not there. | just checked. 

And it’s not on her mailbox either | checked there too. 

It takes me an extra hour to get to the Duomo stop so | can 
ride home with her every night and it takes me an extra few 
minutes of trying to get her name every day too. Just add 
that to the hours | spend waiting to catch a glimpse of her 
and basically you have my entire day. 

Fighting and her. 

And tonight the two of them mixed. 

But | didn’t want her to see that side of me. 


She’s too young, too innocent. 


| just want to wrap my arms around her small frame and 
protect her from all the bad things in this world. 


She’s a ray of sunshine, a glimmer of hope. And I want her 
to always stay that way. Always have that radiant skin and 
those bright, big eyes. That optimistic look. 


| should stay away from her...keep my demons to myself, but 
| can’t. 


| can’t wait anymore. 


I’ve waited a week already. A week we could have been 
together, and not just in the way she’s always in my 
thoughts about twenty-four seven. 


| pull out my stool and move it over to the window, making 
sure to sit back far enough so she doesn’t catch a glimpse of 
me. 


She’s got the light on tonight, and the curtains pulled, but 
it’s just those thin kind of curtains...the ones you can see 
right through. 


| know she’s going to take a shower after being in that 
metro. Those things are dirty. 


Damn when she comes out of the shower will she be in her 
panties and a towel wrapped over her head? 


My cock hardens. 
Or fuck... will she be butt ass naked and turn towards the 
window to shut the thicker curtains, but giving me a full on 


shot of her in the process? 


My dick jerks, twitching, throbbing at just the thought of a 
glimpse of her incredible body. 


Models are everywhere in Milan, girls from all over the world 
living on copious amounts of bottled water and eating 


canned tuna and apples so they can function as living, 
breathing coat hangers on the runway. 


Their whole existence is wrapped up in this pursuit of female 
perfection. 


| just smile. 


If only they knew...they being the girls, the designers, that 
whole damn industry. 


I’ve got the perfect woman right next door, here all to 
myself. 


And no way l'm telling them or anyone. 


Because l'm not sharing her with anyone. She’s mine and 
only mine. 


CHAPTER 4 


Aurora 
“Espresso freddo,” the gravelly voice says matter of factly. 


Even though I’ve never heard him speak, | don’t have to look 
up to Know who it is. 


| slowly raise my head to meet his gaze. 


Even though he’s sitting on one of the stools at the circular 
coffee bar where | work he’s still looking down at me. 


And I’m standing, on a six-inch elevated platform, and my 
Supergas have about a half-inch heel. 


His eyes are so dark they’re almost black, and his thick 
furrowed brows don’t help to offset the depth of his gaze. 


But that gaze is very responsible for the pool that’s very 
quickly forming in my panties. 


| nod, letting him know I’ve received his request, but not 
letting him know anymore. 


Who is he? Why is he here? And why now? 
He lives next door to me, yet this coffee shop is in another 


part of town...a fancy part where it doesn’t look like he 
belongs at all. 


Although the looks from some of the gym bunnies who 
quickly maneuver in their chairs at the bar to get a better 
view of him through and around the center area where 
employees work and where the machines are located make 
it obvious that he’s receiving quite the welcome...an open 
invitation from every woman here to stay awhile longer. 


But not me. 


As much as this man turns me on physically, and also that | 
can clearly pick up on the fact that there’s something 
interesting about him below the surface, | came here to stay 
away. 


| came here to start again. To study. To build a new life. 
Alone. 


The last thing | need is a man, especially after what 
happened last year. 


And I sure don’t need some big, strong, sexy man who could, 
and already has, protected me, to keep me safe, and wrap 
me up in those arms. No, | definitely don’t need distractions 
right now. 


And case in point number one is how he’s currently 
steepling his fingers at the bar as | feel his eyes follow me 
everywhere | go. 


| reach up to grab him a cup and my T-shirt comes up just a 
bit. | hear a small sound as he takes in air through his 
closed lips and see his nostrils flare out of the corner of my 
eye. 


A half an inch of skin around my waist is visible for half a 
second and he’s acting like he’s been out of prison equally 
as long. 


| take the cup to the espresso machine and see his reflection 
in the shiny silver surface. 


Still staring at me. 
And the women are still staring at him. 


| purse my lips and cross my arms in front of my chest as | 
wait for his espresso to finish. 


| feel my teeth grinding and my muscles tightening. 
My jaw starts to hurt I’m clenching my teeth so hard. 
What’s wrong with me? 

Why am | acting like this? 


| don’t even know this guy, or these women. One of them, if 
not all, would probably make a good fit for him. 


He looks like he has the strength and stamina to please 
them all at one time. And lord knows these women are out 
all day on the hunt for a guy just like him. It’s a match made 
in heaven. 


| finish preparing his drink and move over towards the bar 
where he is. As | raise my eyes to meet his and see that 
nothing has changed. 


Not his posture and certainly not the look he’s been giving 
me this entire time. 


| swear he’s practically...claiming me in front of these other 
women? No. 


He’s probably just trying to identify me from last night. 


| look away, not wanting him to put two and two together, 
although damn | would like just one night for the two of us 
to become one. 


| sit the cup down and get back to work, if you call confusing 
orders and dropping a glass, work. 


My co-worker looks at me strangely. “Are you okay?” 
“Yeah, just a lot of...studying last night. | was up late.” 


“Yeah, | Know what you mean. I’ve been studying too... that 
hot guy over there in the white T. Good grief, has he been in 
here before? I’ve never seen him during one of my—” 


“No! He hasn't,” | say. “And he’s not here to see you. | 
mean either of us.” | pause seeing the shocked expression 
on her face. “Sorry, | just mean there are a lot of people 
waiting and we need to get their orders filled so we get tips. 
We need the money for books and tuition, right?” 


“Ummm okay?” she says, her eyebrows raise as she turns 
and walks toward another part of the bar “Whew,” she says 
and then exhales hard as she goes. 


That guy is causing this! My stupid neighbor. 


| turn and shoot him a look, knowing he'll be watching and 
he is. 


Everything about him is exactly the same except one thing. 
The bastard is smirking at me! 


“Do you think this is funny?” | say marching right over to 
him. 


“No, | think you’re beautiful actually.” 


My head jerks back and | hear my co-worker drop a glass 
and the other women say, “bitch,” under their breath. 


“And tomorrow morning I’m going to knock on your door at 
seven a.m. sharp and I’m taking you on a date.” 


“Wh...wh...what if | already have plans?” | stammer. 

“You do. With me.” 

He sets a euro coin on the counter and stands from his stool, 
his big body casting a shadow over me. Good grief he’s 
even bigger up close. 

My jaw drops as he just keeps rising as his back straightens 
and he stretches his arms to the sky, and...oh no...don’t 
look. 

That lower abdominal V that leads right to his cock is 
completely visible and as much as I try not to my eyes can’t 
resist. 


l'm so busted that I go all in, staring at it for a full second. 


And I can’t help but notice his inch and half wide leather 
belt, and my mind quickly flashes to him giving mea 


spanking with that for being a bad girl and staring at him 
like | am now. 


| look back up at his eyes and that stupid, ok super sexy, 
smirk he’s still flashing me. 


“See you at seven tomorrow morning... neighbor,” he says. 
He turns and walks away, not turning back as he walks 
across the street just before a tram goes by. By the time the 
tram has cleared he’s gone, like some sort of Superhero or 
something. 

“Oh my god, did he just ask you out?” | feel my co-worker’s 
hands on my shoulders as she’s whispering, way too loudly, 
in my ear. 

“Not exactly.” 

“It sounded like it,” she said. 

“He didn’t ask me. He told me.” 

“Ohhh. Even better,” she gasps. 

Or worse. Because | quickly realize this is the first man in 


my life I’m not going to be able to say no to, and that’s very, 
very dangerous... just like him. 


CHAPTER 5 


Aurora 
The next morning 
| look at the time on my cell phone. 
6:59 


| didn’t fall asleep until after two in the morning, thinking 
whether or not this “date” was real and whether or not | was 
going to accept it, not that he ever asked me to accept it or 
not. 


And the idea that he might kidnap me or something strange 
like that seemed ridiculous. It’s just before seven in the 
morning now, which seems to be before people head off to 
work, but | assume we'll be outside in public places from 
now until people do start making their way into the office 
and filling up the city He’s a big, big guy, and we'll always 
be in clear view, so if anything | should worry about him 
taking something off my breakfast plate if starting our day 
out with a little food is what he has in mind. 


Or if the dream | woke up to this morning is any indicator, 
taking something else I’ve been saving my entire life just for 
the perfect guy. 


The second my phone clicks over to 7:00 | hear thick 
knuckles on wood and | jump. 


He’s here. This is really happening. 


| go to the door to confirm through the peephole. Thankfully 
he’s not blocking it with his finger. 


| bend my knees so I can look up through the peephole in 
order to see his face. Wow, he really is a big guy. 


| toss my hair back over my shoulders and pull open the 
deadbolt and then the lock on the handle. 


| open the door slightly, the chain catching...and also my 
breath. 


He’s standing there looking as manly as ever A moment 
passes where we just stare at each other and | feel my 
cheeks heat. 

“Good morning,” he says finally breaking the tension. 


“Good morning,” | say as | release the chain. 


| step through the door, locking it behind me and step out 
into the day with him. 


When we start walking down the stairs from our fifth floor 
apartments and then through the courtyard I’m surprised 
he’s not saying anything. 


As we approach the big door leading out onto the street, he 
holds it open for me, which I really appreciate. 


One thing I’ve noticed in Italy is the front doors to apartment 
buildings can be absolutely huge, heavy, and hard to open. 


It concerns me coming home at night, but | feel safe being 
that it’s morning and he’s here with me. 


He walks right up to a van and opens the door holding it for 
me. 


A black van. Yeah, this doesn’t seem sketchy at all. 

“Can we walk? Or maybe take the metro?” 

“Walking would take the entire day. And the metro doesn’t 
go that far,” he says. He motions with his head to the inside 
of the van as if I’m wasting precious time. 

“The metro doesn’t go that far?” 

a No.” 

“You're taking me outside of the city?” 

“Yeas,” 

| pause, looking at him letting him know these staccato-like 
answers have to end. Asking me to leave the city is one 
thing. Asking me to do it with a caveman is a whole other. 
“You’ve opened your mouth four times this morning to 
speak, and three out of four of those times two words or less 
have come out of your mouth.” 

“Opera singers train their whole lives just for the chance to 
perform at the Teatro alla Scala here in Milan. I’ve never 
been, but I’d swim across the Adriatic just to hear you 


speak.” 


| try not to act too happy at such a beautiful compliment 
knowing Italian guys are known for laying it on thick, but 


wow...for a guy who’s short on words the ones he does 
choose really make a big impact. 


“Thank you,” | say “But! was told never to get in cars with 
strangers.” My eyes leave his, looking at the ride he’s 
apparently lined up for us, and then back at him. 
“Especially not vans.” 


His stern gaze softens slightly at my reasonable request. 


“As you may have heard taxis in Italy are less than honest 
most times, even for local people. I’d rather not give them 
my money. 


“Uber is only allowed to operate in five cities in the country, 
due to the taxi union, also known as the mafia, saying taxis 
would be eliminated because they can’t accept such low 
prices. But the stipulation is that Uber is only allowed to 
offer Uber Black and Uber vans, because drivers must have 
the town car NCC license in order to operate.” 


“This is an Uber van,” he says pulling his phone from his 
pocket. 


| take it. Look at the license plate number on the app and 
then walk around behind the van to compare the number. 


They match. 

“We'll take this van to the Milan Central Train Station, and 
from there we will go to the most beautiful city you have 
ever seen.” 


“Where? What city?” 


“Lake Como.” 


He just had to say that. When I was looking to make my 
move abroad | somehow ended up on a website that 
featured real estate owned by famous people around the 
world and found George Clooney and Sir Richard Branson 
own villas there and Al Pacino stays at some swanky hotel in 
a city called Bellagio when he’s in town. With all the money 
he could ever spend, and a name like Pacino, I’m guessing 
he has an eye for quality in Italy. 


But I’m not being swayed that easily. 
“Where in Lake Como?” 


“We'll take the train out of Milan Central Station to the stop 
for Varenna and Esino Lario. That takes one hour. 


“From Varenna we'll take a fifteen-minute ferry from Varenna 
to Bellagio. 


“After Bellagio we’ll take an hour ferry to Como. 


“And from Como back home we'll take the train again, this 
time taking thirty-seven minutes. 


“And once we're back at the station we'll take another Uber 
Van, or Uber Black if you prefer, right back here to our 
apartments.” 


Talk about a man with a plan. 


“How much does all that cost? | might need to run back in 


n 


| feel his fingers wrap completely around my forearm and | 
absolutely freeze mid-sentence... mid-word to be exact, as | 


feel the heat from his touch carry through me, my entire 
body warming. My chest heaves and my mouth opens to 
finish, but nothing comes out. 


His grip is firm, but considerate, and his digits are long, 
thick, and callused...or are those scars? 


What kind of man has scars on the insides of his hands? 


A man who beats down three would be robbers with the ease 
of sipping limoncello off the island of Capri. That’s who. 


| feel goose bumps cover my skin and | feel my pulse 
quicken, or is that his coming through his fingers? 


Or is it both? 

“| don’t know what kind of men you know, but if they invite 
a lady out for the day and ask her to pay them anything 
more than a bit of attention, they are not real men.” 

My thoughts exactly. 

“So we're going to do this all in a day?” 

“There’s a train out of Como fifteen minutes after sunset.” 


“Why after and not before?” 


“Because you haven't lived until you’ve seen the sunset 
over the lake that you’re going to see tonight.” 


Part of me feels like I’m in one of those scary movies where 
the character goes, by themselves of course, to check ona 
noise down in a dark basement. It’s so obvious, pathetic, 

and overused you always think these people are too stupid 


to live and get exactly what they deserve... until you’re one 
of them. 


After what I’ve been through back home, I should turn and 
run. 


But as crazy as it sounds...| trust him. 


| make a move towards the van and feel his hand slide down 
my forearm as he takes me by the hand and helps me in. 


“You sounded like a married couple playing chess out there,” 
the driver says in English. 


I’m not sure if that’s a saying here or he just came up with it, 
but it’s funny nonetheless. 


| smile feeling like this day is going to be okay. 


“I'm Alessandro, your neighbor. So we are not strangers 
anymore,” he says, sliding the door shut behind him without 
looking while reaching for my seatbelt and buckling me in 
with the other. He has the wingspan of a albatross and the 
thought of him wrapping those big arms around me and 
holding me tight is something I’m definitely open to 
exploring. 


“Nice to meet you, Alessandro.” | pause thinking whether or 
not | should give him my real name. It hard for me to trust 
but if | want other people to trust me then | need to be 
trustworthy in return. “I’m Aurora.” 


“Aurora,” he says, nodding slowly as those deep dark eyes 
gaze into mine. 


“What?” | ask. 


“It’s beautiful... perfect. Do you know what it means?” 
“Dawn,” | say. 
“Do you know what time the sun rose this morning?” 


| look past him out the window trying to gauge how much 
light is in the sky as the van pulls away. 


“Just now?” | ask. 


“Exactly at seven, when | knocked on your door. And that’s 
when a new day dawned for the both of us.” 


CHAPTER 6 


Aurora 


After what | saw Alessandro do back in the metro the night 
before last I’m not sure if that makes me more or less 
nervous about being around him. 


But either way it’s good to feel alive, an emotion he not only 
brings out in me but sustains. 


| wouldn’t want to just go anywhere with someone, but when 
he told me where we were going to Lake Como by train, | 
couldn’t help but imagine myself in my very own romantic 
novel, sipping a morning cappuccino or caffè latte while 
nibbling on fette biscottate, a cookie-like rusk hard bread 
while approaching the lovely lakeside communities which sit 
at the base of the Italian and Swiss Alps. 


And that’s exactly what | did. 


Alessandro had another espresso freddo, which he then 
explained to me that cold drinks sit in the stomach and take 
longer to digest than warm drinks. | tried my best not to 
laugh as Italians are known to be very interested in 
digestion...case in point. 


The hour-long train ride flew by thanks to the sounds of the 
train on the tracks and the sights out the window 


Not to mention the sound of his smoky voice which was 
somehow even deeper, | guess due to a man’s higher 


testosterone levels in the morning...not that his weren’t 
obviously very clearly sky high. 


But | didn’t hear his voice much, which only made it that 
much more intriguing and velvety smooth when | did. 


The only time he seemed to open his mouth was when he 
asked me questions about myself, which he did a lot, or 
point things out the window. 


He was so fun to talk to | kept trying to remind myself that 
he’s the definition of a good conversationalist...someone 
who listens. 


| didn’t want to reveal too much about myself, but | was just 
having such a fun time that | couldn’t shut up, which is the 
complete opposite of my normal personality especially 
considering it was So early in the morning. 


He taught me some Italian words and said | had to use my 
hands while talking or | wasn’t really speaking Italian. 


His deadpan jokes were great, and | liked how he stayed 
masculine while poking a little bit of fun at himself and his 
culture. 


He comes across as very, very serious so it’s nice to know 
that he does have a lighter side, even if he delivers it 
stoically more often than not. 


At each stop | enjoyed looking out the window at the people 
boarding. The people in this part of the world dress so 
immaculately it’s incredible. 


The men and their artful dishevelment known as sprezzatura 
was a sight to behold, and the women...| don’t know how 


anyone anywhere in the world could compete with them. 


I’m staring at one woman’s dress out the window as the 
conductor blows the whistle signaling we’re about to depart 
yet again when suddenly | feel Alessandro grab me by the 
hand and whisk me towards the exit. 


The door begins to shut and he throws his big body in front 
of it, the door straining as he opens it wider. 


He takes my hand and helps me the down steps. 


The minute I’m down onto the platform he jumps and the 
door immediately is freed and slams shut. 


He lands just in front of me and my hands come up and stop 
just short of his chest. 


The conductor yells something at him that sounds like an 
obscenity as he inspects the door for damage, but he 
doesn’t even turn to acknowledge him, instead just staring 
into my eyes. 


“We almost missed our stop,” | say looking at my hands that 
are just an inch or so from the muscles just under that layer 
of cotton that his white T-shirt provides. My manners tell me 
| should lower my hands, but my heartbeat and what I’m 
feeling tells me | should do the exact opposite. 


“| don’t want to ever miss anything, when it comes to you,” 
he says. 


| feel my heart flutter. 


The train blows its whistle and pulls out of this romantic 
Italian lakeside station and here | am standing next to this 


perfect, rough around the edges yet still a gentleman, Italian 
man. 


The man who may have saved my life the night before last. 


The man who listens until I’m done talking, and he’s got me 
talking a lot. 


The man who planned out this entire day, and although | 
know the stops | have no idea what I’m in store for. 


My mind is racing from the excitement of these thoughts 
and the romantic train ride and him and my travels just to 
get to Italy let alone here. 


And now l'm here in the magical place | saw on the Internet 
with the hottest guy I’ve ever seen and he’s looking at me 
like he wants to devour my lips. 


| feel him move in closer, his cock hard as the hot-rolled 
steel that make up those train tracks just behind him. 


His lips move within a hair's breadth away. 
| feel his breath on mine and his rough hand finds my cheek. 


My eyes close as | feel like I’m smack dab in the middle of a 
fairy tale in this enchanted town and then, right on time, the 
lips of the prince standing right in front of me come crashing 
down on mine and | feel my knees go weak and everything 
goes black. 


CHAPTER 7 


Aurora 
My eyes flutter and the black starts to turn to light. 
“She’s mine. Get out of here!” Alessandro snarls. 


The thought of sitting up and righting myself and trying to 
figure out what’s going on flashes through my mind, but 
how can I not leave my head on his thigh as he gently runs 
his fingers through my hair and massages my scalp. 


“What happened?” 

“You decided to take a short nap,” he says. 
“| passed out?” 

“Yes.” 


| reach for my head, but quickly I feel his hand take mine, 
laying it back down flat. 


“Shhh. Just relax. I’m gonna take care of you until you’re 
ready to get up. Let’s wait a few minutes and give your 
body time to ease back into it. No point in rushing. | want 
you feeling good so you can enjoy the entire day | have 
planned.” 


A moment later a lady comes rushing from inside the train 
station with a bottle of water. She attempts to open it and 
dabble some on my forehead, but Alessandro won’t let her. 


He takes the bottle, gives her a couple Euros from his pocket 
without disturbing my resting position, and does the job 
himself 


A few minutes later I’m taking a drink and am sitting up 
straight. 


“Who were you yelling at when | first woke up?” 
“Just some people who wanted to cause trouble?” 
“Trouble?” 


“The kind of people who hang around train stations looking 
for opportunities. Pickpockets, car jackers... people like 
that.” 


“What were they going to do to me here? I'm in broad 
daylight?” 


“There were five of them so they probably figured they’d try 
and overpower me and then rob you, but | convinced them 
otherwise.” 


The thought of Alessandro doing this just because of me is 
one | certainly want to believe, by | shelve the thought 
realizing he’s a gentleman, as he’s already proved on 
multiple occasions. 


“We can call the cops if we need to.” 
“Things don’t work like that in Italy, or Europe in general. 


Not all of our cops are armed, many are just on foot, and 
they’re not like ones in countries like the States.” He pauses 


before starting again. “It’s different here...and they see that 
you're different, that you’re not from here.” 


“Is that a good thing or a bad thing?” 


“It depends on the person, and when it comes to you it’s a 
great thing.” 


| think that’s a compliment, but it’s kind of cryptic. “Thank 
you,” | say. 


“You never need to say that to me. A man’s job is always to 
protect his woman, and every woman. Women should 
expect it and a man should do it freely and without thanks. 
Plus, it makes me feel proud to be able to protect my 
woman.” 


My Adam’s apple moves considerably as | swallow hard at 
his words. 


“Plus the sight of you resting in my lap...it was like an angel 
sleeping, unlike anything I’d ever seen.” 


He moves closer to me on the bench, his arm against mine. 


“You're tough, Aurora. You can survive on your own. You're 
feisty and don’t always trust people right away. Those skills 
will serve you well,” he says. 


“Shall we go?” | ask, trying to steer the conversation back 
onto the day he has planned. | know if | don’t the odds of 
me spending the day with him locked in the train station 
mop closet will keep skyrocketing by the minute. 


“If you’re ready,” he says. 


He helps me up, making sure to give me a lot of support to 
make sure | don’t fall. 


“I'm okay. Really,” | say. 
“Are you sure?” 
“Positive,” | say. 


“Good. Then we can do this again,” he says and his lips 
come crashing down on mine again. 


CHAPTER 8 


Alessandro 


| like that this woman wouldn’t just get in the van with me 
right away this morning. 


Not only did she have questions, but she wanted proof. 
That’s a good thing. It tells me it’s going to take time to win 
her trust, but when | do our bond will be unbreakable. 


The only problem is | don’t need anymore time. | already 
know...did the moment | laid eyes on her. 


But | have to be patient, because if | told her the things that 
were on my mind she’d run right back into that train station 
and get as far away from me as she could. 


We begin walking through Varenna, this beautiful lakeside 
community that people from all over the world pay 
thousands of dollars just to come visit for a few days. 


And all | can think about and keep my eyes on is her 


| practically trip on the cobblestone streets because I’m not 
watching where I’m going. I’m so focused on showing her 
that there’s a side to me that’s not just a big brute. | want 
her to see there’s a guy that she can watch movies with and 
go on walks with until we’re old and gray, because for the 
first time in my life these kinds of mental images are passing 
through my mind as well. 


In-between thoughts of filling her so full of my seed that she 
gets pregnant with twins, or triplets. 


| always planned on being a bachelor my entire life, but not 
anymore, 


And it’s all because of her. 


Walking around town with a painful erection and blue balls 
is distracting as hell, plus embarrassing. | don’t care if she 
sees it. | want her to know. I’m not here to play games. | 
want there to be no doubt in her mind that she’s mine. 


But I don’t want to embarrass her She’s a woman of class, 
values, and honor and | want people to see her that way. 


“How do you like the town?” I ask trying anything to get my 
mind off my attraction for her. 


But of course the minute she speaks that feminine, rhythmic 
voice that sounds like music just makes my desire more 
urgent...harder to contain. 


“It’s incredible. It reminds me of one of those sleepy 
communities. The abundance of charm and stunning view 
and it’s not as crowded as | expected. Is that because of the 
season?” 


“It’s because | told the entire town to give us space.” 

“You did?” 

“When you were taking your nap. | told them to go to one of 
the other lakeside communities because | didn't’ want them 


looking at you and feeling the same things I do every time | 
see you.” 


A few seconds go by. She looks at me and I give her a 
completely deadpan look. 


“You liar,” she says, slapping me and I can’t help but smirk 
at the big smile she flashes me. 


“There it is,” | say. 
“There’s what?” 


“The smile that lights up the world. The one I want to see on 
your face constantly.” 


| watch as her cheeks redden. Damn, her modest is so 
attractive. She’s one of those “she doesn’t know she’s 
beautiful” kind of girls. But she’s in a class all of her own, 
the most beautiful of the bunch standing head and 
shoulders above all the rest. 


| hold out my hand and she looks at it, still smiling. 


And then she slowly brings her hand up from her side as we 
continue walking and takes mine right in stride 


Damn this feels so perfect. The two of us walking hand in 
hand in one of the less touristy communities along Lake 
Como. It’s the reason why | picked this place, so we could 
have the place to ourselves, or at least more so than other 
communities up here. 


But there are also other reasons and the next one is exactly 
why she needs to be holding my hand. 


CHAPTER 9 


Aurora 


“| must tell you about the path we're walking along,” he 
Says. 


“You mean there’s a story behind this absolutely beautiful 
walkway?” | say feeling myself getting very excited. 


The only thing that separates us from the lake is a small red, 
Spaced bar, aluminum fencing. Like so many design 
elements in Italy it adds to its surroundings and is absolutely 
a beautiful security touch. And the array of potted, color 
flowers hanging from the top of the gate just adds to the 
ambiance of this magical place. 


Not to mention all the colorful and stunning homes along 
the waterway. 


There are even brick boat docks and wooden piers. 


If | was older and had a bit of money | could see myself 
loving this lifestyle. It’s even better than what | saw online. 


And it’s perfect because | have the right man to explore it 
with. 


A man who could so easily fit into the picture of us being old 
and gray living here just loving life. 


| can picture him putting one of these quaint little sailboats 
into the lake and helping me in as we have an afternoon 


picnic on the water. 


Or maybe just a simple rowboat, the sound of the oars slowly 
moving in and out of the water providing the perfect 
soothing effect. 


But that’s years down the line. | need to focus on the here 
and now, and | can’t help but think of the things we could do 
if we snuck out on one of these boats today. 


“It is called Passeggiate Degli Innamorati, which means 
Lover’s Walk. It’s only a few hundred meters long built next 
to, and over the water, and was meant so lovers could 
admire the mountains and lake.” 


| nod. 
“Soon there will be some colorful houses up here that sit at 
the foot of a rocky wall. At the top of the rocky wall is the 


Castello di Vezio.” 


The romance is on overload right now. All this and a castle 
coming up? And all of it with a real knight in shining armor? 


Yes please! 


“There’s also a clock tower rising above the town, but | don’t 
need a clock to tell me what time it is,” he says. 


“Why? You can tell by the sun?” 
He says nothing and just a few feet ahead the red, spaced 


bar fencing goes over our heads in a half-cylindrical shape, 
with ivy covering its top. 


Just when I think things can’t get any better or more 
romantic he just takes it up a notch. 


He stops walking and | follow suit. He turns to face me and | 
feel my heart racing. He takes my other hand in addition to 
the one he’s been holding and looks at me like he’s going to 
tell me the most serious thing in the world in the most 
romantic spot I’ve ever stood in my life. 


“Because as long as l'm alive, it will always be the right time 
to kiss you.” 


He leans in and softly his lips find mine. 


But this time the romance, the fresh air from the lake and 
mountains and most importantly him is just too much. 


My lips part and his tongue enters as our kiss gets more 
intimate... more hungry... more needy. 


| raise up on my tiptoes pressing my lips harder into his. 


| feel one of my hands moving upward, and then | feel his 
palm on my cheek, our fingers still interlocked. 


His lips leave mine briefly, and the loss stings, but when he 
kisses the inside of my wrist and then the back of my palm 
the butterflies in my stomach go haywire and my panties 
moisten just as the clock tower chimes out. 


And it’s time for me to stop fighting what I’m feeling and 
just realize that this is most certainly the man for me. 


CHAPTER 10 


Aurora 


We start walking up to the Castello di Vezio and Alessandro 
squats down in front of me. 


| practically fall right onto him and before | know what’s 
happening he’s got me on his back carrying me up the hill. 


“Hey!” | say. 


“A queen doesn’t approach a castle by foot. She makes a 
grand entrance.” 


And that | do. 


Alessandro takes me to an area where they have a falconer 
named, Nicola Castellano. He says something to him 
discreetly in Italian and Nicola nods. 


A few seconds later Nicola is outfitting me with a glove for 
the falcon to land on. 


Alessandro is watching closely, but Nicola’s is very friendly 
and professional. 


He has the falcon fly around the castle a few times and then 
tells me to brace myself just before the falcon drops from the 
sky right on my arm. 


| immediately turn to Alessandro who’s already clapping and 
then lets loose a booming, “Bravo!” 


It’s fun to have someone in your corner cheering you on and 
supporting you, especially when that someone is him. 


We leave the falconer and walk around the castle on our way 
down to harbor where we'll catch a fifteen-minute ferry to 
Varenna to have lunch. 


But on the way there are these really unique and interesting 
hollow ghost statues positioned here and there. We see one 
on a bench and approach it, looking inside together to verify 
that it is indeed hollow. 


“What do you see when you look at this?” | ask him. 


Alessandro steps back and really takes it in. My question 
was mostly just for fun, but I certainly appreciate that he’s 
taking it so seriously. 


“Two things. First, | see how a man can be empty, a ghost of 
himself, until he finds what he’s searching for For some that 
may be religion, direction, or of course the right woman.” 


“I like that,” I| say. “And two?” 

“Looking at it from a completely different viewpoint | see a 
man who’s passed away, he’s gone, but his ghost is still here 
watching over that thing that he found while he was alive... 
protecting her, keeping her safe.” 


“At first you said ‘that thing’ and then you said ‘her ” 


“Because | tried to look at it objectively, as it’s art. But now | 
see it in a personal way.” 


His eyes move from the empty shell of a man, or ghost, to 
mine. 


And then his body moves closer to mine as well. 


He takes my hand and leads me down the hill in silence. It’s 
as if he’s had a moment and to be honest | have too. 


I’m falling for this guy fast and it’s scary, and exhilarating, 
all at the same time 


CHAPTER 11 


Alessandro 


We have lunch in Bellagio, which is often referred to as the 
“pearl” of the lake. 


But the only peal | see is the one | have my arms wrapped 
around for an entire hour on the fast ferry from Bellagio to 
Como. 


The ferry ride gives us a view of about half a dozen of these 
little communities along the lake. 


We stop at a few and I’m damn close to telling her that we’re 
getting off to start a life here We'll find something to do 
and a way to make it work. 


Why do I need the fast paced city and everything that goes 
with it when we can just have a family right here in 
complete peace? 


| could even imagine us living somewhere like back in 
Bellagio. Tourists are known to envision it as a ritzy, 
glamorous, home for the rich and famous when in reality it’s 
just a beautiful and interesting community that would be 
perfect for us...me and the most beautiful woman in the 
world. 


When we arrive in Como we take the funicular up the 
mountain to Brunate, and catch the sunset, as night begins 
to fall. 


“Ready to go?” 
“We don’t have to be in a rush,” she says. 


“| promised you I’d get you on the train out of here that 
leaves in a few minutes,” | say. 


“We can stay longer and take a later train...if you want.” 
We take the funicular back down and see some signs for 
accommodations. One little old lady is the property 
manager of about a dozen spots and we stop just to take a 
quick look. 


“How much is this one?” | ask her in Italian. 


“You look like my grandson, only stronger,” she says. “For 
you and your beautiful wife... fifty euros.” 


The place has a heated infinity pool overlooking the lake, a 
master bedroom also overlooking the lake, a tub, a sauna, 
and a steam room. 

It doesn’t make sense until | realize we’re out of season and 
this lady knows we’re probably her last shot of the night at 
getting something or nothing. 

“What did she say?” Aurora asks. 


“She said you were my beautiful wife,” | say. 


“Nuh uh!” she says, slapping me on the arm and I can’t help 
but smile. 


“Swear. And she said this place is very cheap.” 


“Did she give you a number?” Aurora asks taking the 
laminated one-sheet brochure, flipping it over a few times 
taking multiple looks at all the pictures. 


“A man never says what a gift costs, but it wouldn’t just be a 
gift for you, but a gift for me. A night out of the apartment 
complex and some fresh air would be nice.” 


“What about tomorrow?” 


“There’s an early train. | can get you back before you have 
to go to work.” 


She looks at the lady and then at me. 


I’ve tried to keep my desire subdued today although it’s 
been damn hard. The last thing | wanted to do was to be all 
over her like a wet dishcloth all day, smothering her and 
ruining her adventure. 


But now? Now that | see she’s considering it, all that 
hungers come back. 


“Mamma mia!” the older lady says as she takes a step back, 
her eyes fixated on my groin. 


My cock is pointing right at Aurora and there’s no point in 
hiding it. | wouldn’t be able to if | tried. 


Aurora looks at my cock and then as she tries to subdue her 
smile of approval, she looks at the lady. 


“Is it that way?” she asks pointing the same direction as my 
dick. 


The lady shakes her head, although I’m not even sure she 
understood what Aurora just said. 


Aurora looks back at me and nods. “Let’s do it.” 


| motion with my head toward the older woman who’s doing 
the sign of the cross as she stares at my beast. 


But it’s not for her so she has no need to worry. 
But damn if Aurora does, because once we get in that house 


there’s no way I’m going to be able to control myself when it 
comes to her. 


CHAPTER 12 


Alessandro 


I’ve claimed her in public all day, kissing her and holding 
her hand. 


And now I’m going to claim her in the way | want most. 
Filling her with my seed and breeding with her. 


We step into the house and it’s even better than it was in 
the pictures, and damn were the pictures nice. 


“Let’s go for a swim,” she says. 


| nod, opening the sliding glass door and moving out 
towards the pool area. 


I’m quickly out of my clothes and dive in. 

The water feels perfect, warmer than the crisp evening air. 
| swim down to the deep end and back to the shallow end. 
Just as I’m about to stand where the bottom’s taper is at 
about four feet | hear a splash and feel bubbles on my skin. 
Damn, this girl is fun. 

| come up out of the water, pushing my hair back and see 


her over there in the deep end wide eyed smiling. Her hand 
comes out of the water and she waves at me. 


“You're waving that paw like a seal and it brings out the 
hunter in this shark,” I say. 


“Catch me if you can,” she says. 


| put my feet on the wall and kick off towards her, but she 
darts in the other direction. 


I’m too quick. | catch up with her and grab her by the legs 
just as she’s about to slide out of the pool. 


Her perfect globes are right in front of my face and I can’t 
help but bite down playfully on her ass. 


“| got eaten,” she says, as | pull her slowly and safely back 
into the water. 


She keeps one hand over her chest until it’s underwater. 
I’ve got her back against the pool wall and she’s trapped in. 


“You have no idea the things | want to do to you right now. 
There are so many ways I want to make you mine.” 


“Maybe I do. Maybe I have those same ideas.” 
“Then what are we waiting for?” 


“| have to tell you something first,” she says, biting her 
bottom lip. 


| freeze. She’s looking at me like this is bad news. 
Does she have a boyfriend somewhere else? He’s history. 


Is there some sort of problem? l'Il solve it. 


“It might not seem believable though, because | was so out 
of character today.” 


“Out of character? You were perfect. Perfect for me.” 


“That’s just it. | never act this way...Sso, So carefree and 
enjoying life. It’s the first time I’ve ever been that way and 
I’ve never been with...anyone.” 


My nostrils flare and | grit my teeth. 
“Mine,” | say. 
She nodes. 


“I was saving myself all this time. | didn’t know for who, but 
now I do. This is too perfect. You’re too perfect. This whole 
day and everything you did to make it happen was beyond 
my wildest dream. And I don’t want to dream about you like 
| did last night. | want to feel it for real.” 


The pool was warm, but my skin was on fire. “I’ve been 
watching you since you first moved in...standing back 
behind the blinds that I’d keep open at just the right angle 
so | could see you as | sat in the dark, hoping to catch just a 
glimpse. You consumed me immediately and | became 
obsessed with consuming you. I’ve never felt this way, or 
acted this way before in my life. It’s a first for me too. There 
are things in my past that kept me from enjoying life like we 
have today, but I’m done with that. | want to live like this, 
with you, every day we can. And that starts now.” 


“Every day,” she says with the same intensity in her eyes as 
mine. 


“Today was romantic, and | enjoyed it, but | have to tell you 
there’s an animal inside me that wants out. One that can’t 
be controlled. One that needs to consume you and once | let 
it out of the cage | won't be able to stop it.” 


“| want that.” 


“There’s no going back. | have to warn you. | Know you 
deserve perfection for your first time, but | can’t promise you 
anything more than a madman who is going to completely 
lose his mind over you. Not just tonight but always. Once | 
have you there’s no going back. | don’t believe in dating. | 
found you and you’re the one | can’t live without. | want to 
spoil you and protect you and do things to you physically 
and emotionally that you could only dream of in order to 
fulfill your wildest fantasies... now and always.” 


“| want to do the same for you.” 


“You've thought this through? | don’t want you just lost in 
the romance of the day. Once l'm in, I’m all in.” 


| start blinking rapidly as if | am in some kind of fantasy. 


But this is real. | swear I can feel her heat coming through 
the water and reaching my skin, which is very possible 
considering how close she is to me. 


Damn, | want my baby growing in that body of hers. She’s 
so much younger and has her whole life ahead of her I’m 
older. I’ve been through things and experienced things. | 
can take care of her, give her everything she ever needs and 
wants. 


| look down at her lips, thinking about kissing her... about 
sliding my dick in-between them. 


| was harder and longer than I’d been since I'd first seen her, 
which I didn’t think was possible. 


Fuck, | wanted to fill her so full of my seed and fill her womb 
with my baby. 


I'd never been this obsessed with a woman before. Never 


“I'm ready,” she says, her chest rising slightly out of the 
water as she breathed. Her nipples still aren’t visible but 
damn they’re close. 


The water beads on her skin and does she ever look so 
perfect, so fresh. 


“I've been ready since | heard your key slide in the lock and | 
looked out my window wondering what the hell was going 
on next door And now! know. Somebody was sending me 
the best gift ever, delivered right to my doorstep. 


“| remember how perfect you looked. How calm you were as 
you showed yourself in. And how crazed | was as my eyes 
went wide watching you wondering how in the world I'd 
gotten so lucky. 


“| wanted to knock on your door and take you right then and 
there without even introducing myself or saying a single 
word. Just grabbing you and holding you down on the 
mattress in your bedroom. 


“| doubt the sheets were even on the bed, but | wouldn’t 
have cared. 


“All | cared about was getting inside you. Making you mine. 
Breeding with you.” 


| pause, sucking in a breath through clenched teeth. 


“Yeah, that’s right. | want to have a family with you. Have | 
scared you yet?” 


“No,” she says softly. “I wanted that one day...l just didn’t 
know that day would come so soon. Now that it’s here, it’s 
perfect.” 


“Good,” | say, as | bring my hand out of the water cupping 
her cheek. God, it’s so soft and feminine. It sits so high and 
it’s so round. How did such an incredible woman come to 
be? And how did she come right to me? “Because once | 
slide my thick cock deep into that tight little pussy of yours 
it’s going to milk every last drop of seed from me until it’s so 
full that we watch the rest drip out. And then you know 
what we're going to do immediately after that?” 


She shakes her head. 


“Fill it up with even more. Your pussy will never be thirsty as 
long as I’m alive. | promise you that.” 


My hand slides down her cheek and then along her jawline. 
“You like that?” | ask. 

“Yes,” she says softly. 

| move down to her chin, taking it in-between my fingers 
and lifting it slightly and moving it at a small angle so I can 


see that swan like neck of hers. 


She bites down gently on her lower lip and just watching 
what my touch does to her has my cock jerking. 


“Tell me you're ready for this. Tell me you’re ready for all of 
me. Tell me you’re ready for... forever.” 


“I'm ready for it all, as long as it’s always about you, about 
us,” she says. 


A throaty moan rumbles up from my chest. 

“Tell me you want me to claim you as mine. Tell me you 
want the whole world to see your belly swell with my child. 
Tell me you want everyone to know who put that baby in 
there.” 

| move her chin back so she’s facing straight at me. 

“Tell me,” | groan. 

“Yeas,” 

“Yes what?” 

“| want your baby inside me. And not just one. | want them 
all. All the children that we can have. | want everything. A 
life with you and a family.” 

“Then that’s exactly what you'll get,” | say, my hand quickly 
Sliding around her jaw and behind her head as my lips come 


crashing down on hers. 


| felt her suck in air as | kissed her hard, and with her mouth 
open | slid in my tongue and tasted her sweetness. 


My other hand pulls her body against mine. | feel her hard 
nipples pressed against me, while my hard cock presses 
against her in kind. 


My hand knives in her hair and | move her head to the side, 
exposing her neck. | kiss up it slowly and when | get to her 
ear | whisper, “There are so many things I’m going to do to 

you before the sun comes up.” 


| reach a long arm around her and grab the edge of a thick 
cushion from one of the lounge chairs. Placing it right at the 
edge of the pool, | grab her ass lifting her straight up and 
out of the water, feeling the heat on her skin... seeing the 
steam come from her body. 

“Are you warm?” 

“On fire.” 


“I'm going to keep it that way,” I say. “Put your hands back 
and spread your legs wide for me.” 


She looks at me with fire in her eyes and then slowly does 
exactly what I say, giving me more and more of a view of 
what I’m about to claim and it’s driving me fucking insane. 


“You like that, when | stare at your pussy like this?” | say not 
taking my eyes from her wet slit? 


“Uh uh,” she says. 
“Tell me.” 
“I like it when you stare at my pussy.” 


“You like it when | see your clit throbbing and your lips 
opening for me before | even touch them?” 


a Yes. ” 


“Say it.” 


“My clit throbs for you and my lips spread in anticipation of 
what you’re going to do to me.” 


| step right to the edge of the pool sliding my hands 
underneath her hamstrings and wrapping my arms up and 
over her thighs as | slowly kiss from the inside of her knee all 
the way to what | need as mine. 


Just when I reach her pussy lips, she moans and | hear it 
echo across the lake. I’m the wolf, but she’s the one who’s 
howling towards the mountains. 


| stop kissing and move over to her other leg, putting my 
tongue on the inside of her knee and sliding it all the way up 
to her pussy lips, but this time | don’t stop. 


| lick all the way around the outside and when I reach the 
bottom | come straight up the middle of her opening and 
take her clit gently in my mouth. 


A tsking sound comes from her mouth as | feel her thighs 
spasm against the sides of my head. 


| hold her clit gently in my mouth and say, “Legs, open so | 
can see,” knowing my words are sending vibrations inside 
her and through her. 


Her legs slowly open, but damn if my grip on the top of her 
thighs doesn’t open them right away. 


| release her clit and then lick around it and over itina 
figure eight motion before putting a flat palm right on her 


middle and applying pressure as | continue pleasing her 
bud. 


Her breathing is hard, erratic and the skin around her cunt is 
growing red from my facial hair. 


“You taste as perfect as you look,” | say coming off her 
Slightly and regretting the void that my mouth feels from 
missing her hole against my lips. 


| dive right back in licking deep, but this time | put one 
finger right at her opening, just letting her know I’m there, 
but not entering her yet. 


Her heels dig into my back and she tries to use leverage to 
will my finger inside her, but | don’t let her have it. 


Not yet. 


“When you're ready for it,” | say in-between deep dives 
inside her. 


“I'm not ready for it. | need it,” she demands. 


| love her sassiness and her ability to go after what she 
wants and just say it straight. 


| slide my finger inside her. 


“Uh...uh...uh,” she says, as | slide it back out, pulling it all 
the way out of her hole. 


| hold it in front of my face and wait until she makes eye 
contact with me. It looks like she’s having an out of body 
experience and | have the same when | slide my finger in my 
mouth, licking it dry. 


It’s one thing to taste her sweet stickiness, and that already 
drove me wild, but to taste the depths of her savory interior 
is something else entirely. 


And both of them are absolute perfection. 
She whimpers in need and | slide my finger back inside her. 


Her hips come off the cushion and she starts working her 
pussy up and down my digit. 


Watching her take charge and taking her pleasure into her 
own hands puts a fire in my belly. 


But that’s my job. 


My hands come forward, grabbing her by the hips and | flip 
her over onto her stomach, her body finding the cushion. 


“On all fours,” | command. 


She’s quickly in position and | pull her cheeks apart, staring 
at her beautiful butthole knowing l'Il be having that too, but 
first to finish what | started. 


| bury my face in-between her globes, stick my tongue out, 
and move my head like a hurricane. 


She presses back into my face, my eyes and nose covered 
by her body as my tongue dives deeper as she grinds herself 
into my face. 


An “uh” escapes her and | feel my cock pressing against the 
concrete wondering if I’m going to fucking explode inside 
this pool. 


| slide two fingers inside her and her body goes wild as she 
fucks herself with my fingers as | eat everything | can at the 
same time. 


“Alessandro!” she screams, and | feel her pussy lock on my 
fingers as she releases on me. 


A moment later | move my fingers slowly out of her, hearing 
the vacuum seal | created broken, but | leave my face in 
place, as | clean up her hole, licking and sucking making 
sure not a drop of her sweetness goes unaccounted for. 


She collapses belly down on the cushion and | push myself 
out of the pool, scooping her up in my arms and carry my 
princess into our castle for the night. 


Time to make her my queen. 


CHAPTER 13 


Aurora 


“Knowing you want my baby inside you makes me want to 
lose my mind with my cock deep inside your pussy right 
now,” he says as he lays me down on the bed and mounts 
me. 


And that’s exactly what | want, his baby. 
And we were about to go down that road right now. 


He’d just licked me dry outside, but | was already soaking 
again. | could feel it running down my leg and onto the 
sheets, and it most certainly wasn’t water from the pool. 


After he carried me inside he quickly dried me by taking a 
towel between his hand and dabbing me dry everywhere. 


It was enough to know what his hands on me would feel like, 
with just that gap still present that has me longing for more. 


“No man but me will ever see you, touch you, taste you, feel 
you, or even smell you,” he says. He cups my pussy with his 
palm. “Because this is mine.” 


He mounts me and my eyes close, Knowing this is the 
moment I’ve been waiting for | feel him take my hand and 
put it on his shaft. | try and wrap my hand around him but 
he’s too thick. 


He puts his hand over mine and brings the head of his cock 
up to my opening. 


“Open your eyes. | want to see your face when | enter you. | 
want to see what | do to you, and | want you to see exactly 
what you do to me.” 

“Okay,” | say softly, opening them, looking at his big body 
over the top of mine. His one chest muscle tatted and his 
arm sleeved on the same side. 


He was a bad boy no doubt. There was a history there | had 
yet to learn about, but we’d explore that later. 


After he explored the inside of me. 

He runs his thumb along my lower lip, his hand cupping my 
face tenderly in direct contact to the steel pipe | had in my 
hand. 

“You feel my cock moving, trying to get inside you?” 


“Yes,” | say. 


“Even if | wanted to | couldn’t stop now. But neither of us 
wants that do we?” 


a No.” 
His hand guides his cock through my folds, still not entering 
me. | try not to close my eyes as | feel my head spinning 


with pleasure. 


“Stay with me,” he says. 


| breathe in deep and force my eyes open, feeling energy 
shoot through me, knowing this could happen at any 
second. 


“You know I’m going to fill you with my come. Going to 
breed you. You understand what that means?” 


“Yas,” 

He groans, grunts, and growls at my response. 

“| want that, all of it,” I say 

“| feel your cream coating my cock,” he says. 

“Tell me you want me inside you.” 

“| want to feel you, all of you. | want you buried inside me. | 
want you to come in me so deep...oh Alessandro,” | say. It 
feels foreign to hear these words coming from my mouth, 


but | mean them one hundred percent. 


Suddenly | felt the tip of his dick slide in me as he lets out a 
loud groan and sucks in air deep through flared nostrils. 


“You feel so perfect, your pussy smooth as silk,” he says. 

His torso leans forward and his lips come down on mine hard 
as he kisses me passionately as his hips rock back and forth, 
opening me slowly more and more each time. 


“Are you Okay? Am I too much for you?” 


“No. Don't stop. Not now. Not ever,” I say. 


As his hips move, sending his cock sliding in and out of my 
channel, the area just above his cock slides back and forth 
along my clit as he continues kissing me. 


He’s perfect in every way possible. 


| reach out for his chest, feeling his muscles, feeling the 
differences in his skin where he’s inked. 


One of his hands takes mine and our fingers intertwine as 
his back straightens and he works his dick in and out of me 
faster and faster. 


| watch as his face turns into the uncaged animal he 
promised. Knowing that | could do that to him turns me on 
even more than | already am. 


“I can’t take this much more,” he pleads. “You're too tight. 
Too perfect. Too mine. And I need to claim you my way.” 


“Do it,” | say, sending his hands immediately down onto my 
hips as he pulls me into his body and then away as if I’m 
light as a feather as he pumps his dick hard into my cunt. 
“Fuck!” he says, going faster still. 

| slide a hand up underneath him and feel his balls tighten. 


“I’m gonna come inside your sweet pussy,” he yells. 


“I'm almost there,” | say feeling my thighs shaking and a 
wave forming inside me. 


“Oh fuck, beautiful. Oh fuck. Oh fuck,” he moans. “Uh... 
uh...” He thrusts twice more and then tucks his pelvis and 
gets his dick as deep inside me as he can, hitting my spot 


and | climax on his cock as his jets fire hot geysers inside 
me. 


My body jerks, stills, and jerks again. My toes curl and my 
calves cramp as my stomach muscles flex. 


“Now you’re mine,” he says as he tries to catch his breath. 


He falls face first onto the bed just off my shoulder and his 
weight has me bouncing up off the mattress a full inch. 


With his cock still inside me I slide closer to him and his 
body turns, pulling me in close, holding me tight. 


“You're still hard,” | say. 
“Always for you.” 


“You're not tired after today? After making all the plans and 
carrying me up the hill and taking care of everything?” 


“You give me energy. You make me feel alive. We rented 
this place to sleep, but | don’t plan on getting much of that. 
Maybe twenty or thirty minutes, just So we can say we were 
awakened by our first sunrise together.” 

“I like the sound of that,” | say. 


He just stares into my eyes. “Mine,” he says. 


And | like the sound of that even more, because he’s mine 
too. 


CHAPTER 14 


Aurora 
Pick you up after class. 
Uber black? 
Got a surprise today. l'Il be out front 
XOXO 


| slide my phone back into my book bag and try my best to 
stay awake and keep my eyes focused on the professor. 


The only sleep we got was part of the thirty-seven minute 
ride from Como back to Milan this morning, and now I’m 
paying the price. 


| just want to get through this class so | can get home and 
get into bed, or even better his if he’s free today. 


Then again | also know that the moment | see him I’m going 
to be full of energy. He just does that to me. 


| wonder if he'll have something planned for today. 


My eyes scan the classroom and | see all the guys my age 
here. Bocconi University is famous for the amount of 
international students that come here to study. Some come 
for a year and some come for the entire four, but regardless 
of how long they’re going to be here or how far they came to 
get here, to me they all look the same. 


Sure their features may differ by leaps and bounds, but 
Alessandro is head and shoulders above any of them. 


Not only are they boys compared to him, but you just don’t 
see the confidence in them or even the chance that they 
might have confidence at some point. They seem more 
interested in talking about the latest video games and who’s 
got the “best ass on Instagram.” 


| know some will grow out of it, at least | hope so. | can only 
imagine what I’d be choosing from if Alessandro hadn't 
chosen me. 


The teacher isn’t feeling well so he ends class early. | figure 
it’s a good chance to step outside and get some sun before 
Alessandro arrives. 


| stand just off the sidewalk by the curb knowing he’ll be 
early, so | still have about ten or fifteen minutes to soak up 
some Vitamin D. 


“Where you from?” a voice says. 


| turn to my side and see a guy about my age. He’s in shape 
and looks friendly. He was probably in my class, but | don’t 
recognize him. Then again it’s hard to recognize anyone 
when you’re busy taking notes, as | usually do, or trying to 
stay awake, as | did today. 


“A bit of everywhere,” | say, wanting to be friendly and also 
remembering my past. Yesterday with Alessandro | was able 
to forget all of that, but now that I’m back to reality today, 
and this guy is asking me questions about myself, my 
problems come quickly back. 


“Cool, I’m Paul from Paris.” 
“Hi Paul from Paris,” | say. 


| look back towards the street so he can see that I’m waiting 
on someone, but he doesn’t get the hint. 


“We're having a party this weekend. You should come.” 


“Thank you,” | say glancing at him and back to the street, 
“but I’m pretty sure | already have plans.” 


“You'd love it. And | know you'd be perfect for our game.” 
Their game? Okay this is getting weird. 


“I can see your facial expression and | know what you’re 
thinking,” he says. 


That’s weird because if he could really read my facial 
expression he’d know it was saying, “Please leave me the 
hell alone.” 


He’s a pretty big guy and I’ve learned over the years it’s 
best not to get to confrontational with these guys. | know 
not to react in any manner. These kind of guys just feed off 
of it. 


“First of all the winning team each gets one hundred Euros 
each,” he continues without any interaction or interest from 
me. Now l'm avoiding him entirely. “And the best part is 
that the game is super new and really huge all across 
college campuses all over the world. It’s called butt luge.” 


| literally taste vile in my mouth as | heave slightly. 


“Yeah! Isn’t that cool? Here’s how it works. First you get 
your partner to get on all fours, wearing a thong but I’m 
guessing you've already got one of those on. And then the 
guy, that would be me of course, lies on his back underneath 
you placing my mouth between your legs looking right up at 
the front of your suit. Then the beer bong operator pours a 
shot down the top of your butt and I drink it after it slides 
through—” 


Suddenly | see a movement out of the corner of my eye and | 
flinch, brining my book bag up to protect myself 


But the only one who needs protecting is Paul, and it’s way 
too late for that. 


Alessandro literally tosses him across the grass in front of 
the university. 


“You like woman being down on all fours for you? Why don’t 
you try it?” Alessandro growls. 


He stares at Paul as he gets up off his belly and onto all 
fours, refusing to look at Alessandro. Just as he starts to 
push up off the ground Alessandro offers him the kind of 
game real men play. 


“| dare you to get up. Because if you get up | will kick your 
ass So hard you'll be getting butt luged in a different way in 
prison for the rest of your life. Yeah, that’s right. You’ll go to 
prison, because | see that fucking mafia tattoo you’ve got 
Paul. | know what you do and I can already guess the kind of 
things you're importing into Paris. So you’ve got three 
choices. You stay on your fucking filthy-mouthed faced 
down until we're long gone. Or |I drag your ass to the 
policeman standing right on the corner over there and show 
him that tattoo on your back. Or | just hit one on my speed 


dial and the real mafia, the Italian one, is here in less than 
five minutes.” 


He leans in getting his face closer to Paul’s, but he still 
refuses to look at him. 


“And you know what, Paul They're not going to like you 
encroaching on their turf. Not one bit. So the choice is 
yours... bitch!” 


For good measure Alessandro grabs him by the back of his 
hair and pushes his face into the dirt. “And if you ever so 
much as look at her again after you clean your filthy face | 
will make it so you never see another second of daylight for 
the rest of your life.” 


Alessandro pauses letting it set in for even more effect. 


“And if you've got a problem with anything I’ve said you say 
it now, and you say it to my face.” 


Paul doesn't try and fight back, which seems to be the first 
wise move he’s made recently. 


| don’t know what’s happening inside me, but | feel myself 
getting very turned on by this violence. I’m trying to put 
violence in my past, but there’s something about Alessandro 
dishing it out that has the complete opposite effect on me. 


| want to jump his bones right here and now he’s making me 
so hot. 


“| didn’t think so,” Alessandro says, putting his boot on 
Paul’s back where his big tattoo is. We wouldn’t have even 
known it was there if Alessandro hadn’t manhandled him 


and then chucked him across the grass causing his shirt to 
come up. 


And | wouldn’t have known Alessandro knew so much about 
the mafia. 


I’ve got questions that need answered. 

“You look beautiful,” Alessandro says as he approaches me 
and kisses me right on the mouth with all the 
possessiveness in the world. 

But I’m glad. | hope everyone sees it and knows not to ever 
bother me again. I’m happy to meet nice people, and nice 
people won't be too concerned | wouldn’t think. But all the 
Snakes in the grass? That’s another story all together. 
“Check out your new way of getting around town,” he says. 


He puts his arm around my shoulder and turns me back 
towards the sidewalk right in front of the building. 


“You got a motorcycle?” 

“Not a motorcycle A Ducati superbike, Italy’s finest.” 

| don’t know much about motorcycles or superbikes, but | 
know beauty when | see it. The lines on that bike, the 
colors, the... everything... it’s completely gorgeous. 

“It’s amazing. Wait. You parked it right in front?” 


“I told you I’d be out front,” he says. 


“I thought you meant the street though.” 


“The queen gets the red carpet treatment,” he says. 
“Is that right?” 
“It sure is,” he says as he pulls my body into his. 


“And the red carpet treatment is the red motorcycle 
treatment in this case?” 


“It sure is,” he says as he kisses me again. “Ready to get 
outta here?” 


“Let’s go,” | Say. 
He scoops me up in his arms and carries me to the bike, 
where two helmets are waiting and even my own leather 


jacket for riding. 


| go to class to learn about design and he goes and buys 
something that’s so beautifully designed it’s a work of art. 


But it’s going to take an artful crafting of words to ask him 
about his past. 


I’m with him for the long haul, but | do need to know what 
I’m getting into. 


And he needs to know what he’s getting into with me 


CHAPTER 15 


Alessandro 


| park the bike at 10 Corso Como, one of the fanciest places 
in the city, and help Aurora off the back. 


She unzips the jacket and immediately | see her nipples are 
hard, poking through her shirt. 


“You look sexy as hell, as you always do, but..,” | say 
reaching for her zipper and slowly zipping it back up. 


“What’s wrong?” 
“| don’t want anyone else seeing you like that.” 
“Like what?” 


“The bike was parked, but your headlights were still on,” | 
Say. 

She processes my words and just smiles. “That’s because 
they were pressed against your back. Only you can make 
them pop out like that.” 


“And only you can make me have an erection while riding?” | 
say. 


“You’ve ridden before?” 


“Yeah. We should talk about that,” | say, taking her by the 
hand and leading her to our fancy lunch spot. 


| find a corner booth and after we get our order in | take a 
deep breath and exhale it out through my nose. 


“So, you're probably wondering about me after what was 
said back there.” 


She nods. 


“I'm originally from Naples, a street kid, an orphan. Where | 
grew up was one of the toughest parts of the country and 
there’s no safety net, or at least there wasn’t at the time. | 
tried going to school, but there was no way around the 
bullies. Even as a first grader | got in a few good licks on the 
twelve year olds, kids twice my age, but there were too 
many of them. | never had a chance in the long run. 


“I tried walking different routes, but they found me. 


“I tried sitting at different places at lunch and avoiding them 
in school, but they wouldn’t stop. 


“The teasing | could take. But! couldn’t take anymore 
broken bones. 


“So one day | decided | had to make an example of one of 
them. It was my only way. 


“| beat this one kid that outweighed me by over a hundred 
pounds and was a foot taller than me. Man, did | beat him 
good, too good in fact. 


“| came to discover he was connected, or at least his dad 
was. 


“So then | owed the mob, and when you owe them you owe 
them for life. Instead of saying you owe them it would be 
more accurate to say they own you. 


“They started me off small, just collecting payments from 
people. I’d just show up and businesses would hand me 
envelopes. I’d apologize and the shop owners would look at 
me like | was an even bigger prick. 


“Years of that went by until one day they wanted me to 
whack somebody. 


“| couldn’t sleep. | couldn’t eat. 
“And to make matters worse, | knew the guy was innocent. 
“But if you refused, they whacked you.” 


| take a deep breath. “I’ve never told anyone this story 
before.” 


“It’s okay,” she says. “We don’t have to do this, and not 
here either” 


“We do. You need to know what you're getting into plus it’s 
better to do it at a place like this. A fancy place where 
nobody would suspect anything. Strangely enough if we did 
it in some park off somewhere trying to avoid surveillance 
we’d attract more attention through our body language. 
Here we might just look like another couple of many who’s 
going through a rough patch or even coworkers at lunch who 
aren't hitting their numbers at the office. Here we could be 
anybody.” 


“Okay,” she says in that soft and encouraging way only she 
can. 


She reaches out and takes my hand. 


“So the last couple of years of picking up envelopes from the 
businesses | had to hit got bigger A bigger route meant | 
couldn’t just walk anymore. They bought me a bike and | 
got real good with it.” 


“A bike? You mean a motorcycle?” 
“Yeah, a motorcycle. I’m just used to calling it a bike. 


“So two days before it’s supposed to go down | do my route 
but I just keep driving. | drive north. | know they’re going to 
take me off the route the day before the hit, because they'll 
be worried | might try something. 


“So what do | do? 
“| make a run before they get their chance. 


“And that brought me to a number of different cities, but I’ve 
never crossed the border I’m always on the move in the 
country though. That’s why | stay in the cheap places like 
where we live. They accept cash and don’t ask questions.” 


“But how do you pay them?” 


“Manual labor. Coaching fighters. Maintenance work. It’s 
definitely not sexy, but the pay can be really good. Nobody 
wants to clean out a clogged sink and they'll pay big bucks 
for someone else to do it, especially people like the ones 
sitting next to us. 


“You ever go walk down Via Montenapoleone?” | ask. 


“No. Is that that famous fashion street?” 


“That’s the one. They’ve got all the brands there. All the 
Italian wools and leather shoes for men and women. Gucci, 
Fendi, Prada... they’re all there, and they’re all packed each 
and every day. People from all over the world come to shop 
there. Some of them are sitting right next to us,” | say. 


| watch her eyes as she looks over and takes in the 
assortment of bags on the chair next to a couple having 
lunch. The logos on the bag are just as valuable as what’s 
inside. Those people will keep those bags and walk all 
around town with them, even if they just put an empty box 
inside to make it look like they’re shopping there, but 
aren't. You can even buy the fake bags online just to put in 
your house to impress people. 


“I've been doing this for over a decade now so I’ve got a nice 
stack of cash. Rich executives like the ones surrounding us 
right now at this restaurant...they’ll pay big buck for you to 
do things they’re above doing and also training them how to 
defend themselves. The money adds up quick. That’s also 
why l'm in my apartment a lot. | want to be there in case 
anyone breaks in.” 


“You have all that...” 

My eyes dart to each side to make sure no one is 
eavesdropping. I’m glad she cut her sentence off short. 
She’s smart, but | knew that a long time ago. 

| nod. 

“So that’s my story. And that’s another reason why | wanted 


to do all the things we did yesterday. It was nice to be ina 
fancy place that was safe. | kept my eyes peeled, but most 


of the people there are just rich foreign tourists, or people 
there to take pictures for social media.” 


“That’s why you were always careful to avoid walking in 
front of people when they were taking pictures?” 


| nod. “Now you know why. Never know where those things 
are gonna show up, who knows who, or who’s gonna see 
them. A seventy-two-year-old Japanese yakuza boss took off 
his shirt playing chess at one of those outdoor tables earlier 
this year in Thailand. The guy is all tatted up so somebody 
passing by took a pic of his back, posts it on social media 
and boom...he’s captured after fourteen years on the lamb. | 
don’t need that. And now? We don’t need that. 


“That is if you still want to be with me after everything I’ve 
just told you. But! want you to know that no matter what, | 
always want you right there by my side no matter where in 
the world we are.” 


Her look softens and she actually starts to smile a bit. 


Her hands slide forward and she places them on top of 
mine. | slide my hands on top and interlace our fingers. 


“No matter what you say now, tomorrow, or at any point 
down the road, | want you to know that when it comes to this 
crazy journey called life | only want to take it with you. 
Always.” 


| bring her hands to my face and kiss the backs of her 
knuckles. 


“And | hope you'll feel the same about me now that it’s my 
turn to reveal what’s in my past.” she says. 


CHAPTER 16 


Aurora 


“| don’t care what’s in your past,” he says. “All | care about 
is where we're going... forward, our future together.” 


He kisses the back of my knuckles again and | know with 
him I’ve found home. It doesn’t matter where we are, as 
long as we’re together I’m home. 


“You should know,” | say. “I want to tell you.” 


“Okay then,” he says. “I’m happy to listen, but if you 
change your mind at any time, don’t feel like you can’t stop 
and I'll disregard everything you said, or every part you 
want me to forget.” 


| just look at him, my hands shaking as | Know it’s time. 
“Okay, pretty girl?” 

| nod, feeling better already. 

“| also grew up without parents. My father drank himself to 
death when he found out my mom was pregnant with me 
and shortly after | was born my mom overdosed. A neighbor 
found me the next day. No matter what happens in this life, 


I’ve always felt lucky to be alive because of that.” 


“And now I’m the lucky one,” he says, giving me a very warm 
smile. 


“Both of us,” | say. 

He leans across the table and his lips meet mine 
“But there’s more,” | say. 

“Okay.” 


“| grew up in a foster home and after high school | went out 
looking for a job. | couldn’t afford college, and although my 
grades were good the prices these days are just way too 
high. 


“So | found a simple job doing graphic design with this guy. 
He’d started about five years earlier, working on Fiverr when 
back then the website only allowed you to charge five 
dollars for a ‘gig.’ He just kept getting more and more 
clients until at some point he had enough really big fish that 
he just went private, and took his relationships off-site so he 
could keep all the money himself 


“That should have been my first warning sign.” 
“You can’t blame yourself,” Alessandro says. 
“| know, but it’s easier said than done.” 


“Apparently his smooth talking skills with clients also 
translated to being pretty good with women, or at least me.” 


| watch as Alessandro’s jaw stiffens and rage fills his eyes. 
His grip on my hands tightens slightly, but he seems to 
catch himself and then loosens it back to the level it was. 


“He never touched me or anything like that. At first he was 
just really fun and nice to be around, and hey, | was making 


money so everything was good. Then he became more and 
more controlling, saying he could just save me a bit by 
paying my rent out of the company account, which would 
automate things. He even called them up and got them to 
drop the price ten percent. | was feeling great. 


“And when | told him I was thinking about getting a car with 
some of my money he told me he’d just pick me up instead. 
All kinds of stuff like that. 


“So still, everything is going great. 


“Until | find my one and only credit card being used online 
to do some pretty shady stuff. 


“| confronted him about it and he denied it, but the only 
place | ever had it was at the office. | left it in the drawer 
there because it was a card he help me get, but not under 
the company name. 


“| got it cleared up and then, long story short, | had some 
identity theft and some strange stuff just started happening. 


“My electricity would go out to my place and not the 
neighbors. | found out the line was cut. 


“My computer at worked was blocked from certain normal 
websites like Google, because he said we were in a busy 
period and needed to be as productive as possible. 


“| didn’t have a laptop at home since | had a nice computer 
at work, and was on it all day. 


“And my phone was a gift, quote unquote, from him. 
Strangely the battery started draining down to zero right at 
quitting time every day. It seemed like a coincidence at 


first, but | found out later he was even controlling that so he 
could tell me just to leave my phone overnight and he’d 
charge it up. When I asked him why I couldn’t just take it 
home he said it had company secrets and passwords and 
things of that nature. It sounded kind of sketchy, but after 
long hours staring into monitors and screens all day the last 
thing | really wanted was to stare into any kind electronic 
device all over again once | got home each night. | just 
wanted to calm down, read an actual book, and fall asleep.” 


“He was controlling you slowly but surely, like putting a frog 
in a pot of water and turning the heat up slowly.” 


“Exactly!” | say. A few of the conversations around us stop 
briefly and then restart again. I’m usually so good at being 
quiet in public that I’m surprised | let loose right then. 


It’s just that | finally can tell this to someone and to let it out 
after all this time it feels incredible. 


“So one day | finally ask him point blank about it and he 
tells me that he loves me. I’m completely shocked and 
confused because there was no sign of that and | had no 
feelings like that from my side. | realized later it was some 
strange, out of left field, last-ditch attempt to try and keep 
me around. 


“And then, after | saw him later that night outside my 
window holding a gun, | called the police. They came, but 
when they checked into it he had an alibi. | told them I was 
absolutely sure it was him, and they just looked at me like | 
was crazy. 


“I knew he was going to kill me. | knew it. But it’s not for 
the reason you'd expect.” 


| fight back tears and for the first time in a long time I win. It 
feels like the first step in getting control back. 


“We can stop now if—” 
“No. | have to get this out. Please,” | say. 


| take a deep breath and this time it’s me squeezing his 
hand tighter. 


“He'd transferred everything in the company to my name 
and registered everything offshore. There were two 
reasons. One, he could pay less in taxes, which wasn’t the 
big driving force but I know it appealed to him. Two, he got 
deeper and deeper into the dark web and | saw some of the 
stuff he was working on on his computer once and he 
quickly shut the laptop.” 


| pause needing to clarify. 


“He had a workstation up and running that had all the work 
that we were working on...all the legit stuff that he was 
basically handing off to me and making his enterprise look 
legit from a distance and bookkeeping point of view. 


“And he was on his laptop, which sat just next to his 
workstation monitor working on the seedy stuff. He kept 
that laptop at a different angle so | couldn’t see it, until that 
one time. And when | did, he flipped and was ready to kill 
me just like that. 


“Which would actually be perfect for him. He could just kill 
me and throw me in the back of a trunk somewhere and as 
an unwanted orphan I’d just be another lost kid who went 
missing. No one would look for me. No one would care.” 


“Asshole.” 


“| would care. And I care now,” Alessandro says. | see 
there’s more he wants to say and do, but since we're in 
public at this place he’s doing an incredible job of keeping a 
hold of himself, but he can’t fool me. 


| can see the rage in his eyes and the calmness of a man 
who would do anything for his woman. It may sound crazy, 
but after being such a bad judge of character with my boss 
I’ve learned to be much better now. It’s why I’m always on 
the lookout, and it’s why | fell for Alessandro so quickly. 


“So that’s why I didn’t react to those guys on the train, or 
the guy today. | know those kinds of guys feed off that. If 
you run like prey you get chased, even though that’s exactly 
what | did to get here. 


“I immediately went to the airport and bought a one-way 
ticket from home, or what used to be my home, to Cape 
Town, South Africa. Then from there | took the bus, yeah the 
bus, all the way up through Africa, crossing the 
Mediterranean from Tangiers, Morocco into Tarifa, Spain. 

And then | took buses, trains, and ride sharing apps, with my 
new phone of course, to get here, hoping he'll never find me 
again. 


“I came here to start over, and I have. | got into university, 
and even landed a scholarship and reduced tuition...and the 
deals for international students were already good to start 
with. | just want to get my degree and prove to myself that 
l'm someone who can stand on my own two feet so | belong 
in society as a good person just enjoying a simple life, once 
and for all.” 


“You'll never stand on two feet,” Alessandro says. 


“Huh?” | say, completely confused, shocked, and a bit 
angry...until he continues. 


“Because you'll always be on my shoulders, on the pedestal | 
put you on the moment I saw you. The highest ground that 
you'll always be on. l'Il make sure of it.” 

“That’s why you carried me up the hill to that castle?” 

“One of the reasons, yes.” 

“There are more?” 

“Of course. The main one being because you are an angel 


and you belong as close to the clouds as you possibly can be 
at all times, because that’s where you belong.” 


CHAPTER 17 


Aurora 


| hold on tight to Alessandro as we turn down a winding 
country road. 


After lunch he asked me if | could miss a couple days of 
classes. 


| told him | could get notes and of course his reply was, 
“From a guy?’ 


“No. The professor puts them online, silly,” | said. 


We were allowed a few absences. Alessandro asked me to 
try and shift my work schedule after we finished our meal 
and ordered desert. Once it was confirmed, he told me we’d 
have to eat dessert fast, but that it would be worth it. 


The last three hours on the back of his bike have been very 
worth it. I’ve seen a part of Italy I’d never dreamed of 
seeing, and in a way | never thought | could. 


How do you find the most incredible man in the world, living 
right next to you no less, and then convince him to drive you 
through the picturesque roads of Tuscany? 


I'd say that’s pretty much impossible, except lightning 
somehow struck for me this time. 


I’m not one hundred percent sure we’re in Tuscany, but 
based on the signs and all the sights I’m taking in I think the 


odds are definitely pointing in that direction. 


It doesn’t matter whether | look to my right or my left, either 
way looks like a postcard, and when | re-adjust myself a bit 
as we hit a straight patch of road | look around him as much 
as | can and realize he’s saved the best view for last. 


| see a Sign that says Castello La Leccia and my breath is 
literally taken away by the sight of it. 


It reminds me of the celebrity wedding photos | saw online of 
Kate Upton and Justin Verlander’s Tuscan wedding last year. 


Alessandro parks the bike and helps me off. We both stretch 
our legs for a second, and | also stretch my mouth from the 
huge, “Wow,” that comes out. 


“Buonasera,” a woman says, wishing us a good afternoon, as 
she comes running out and gives us each two kisses, one on 
each cheek. “Alessandro, si?” 


She quickly takes him by the hand and then me and leads 
us inside the property. 


To say I’m blown away is the understatement of a lifetime. 


If Lake Como was heaven, then this is...| don’t even know 
what. 


A man comes and greets us explaining that we’re ata 
Chianti castle. On the property is an organic farm, Italian 
gardens, and a winery. There are only twelve rooms, and as 
it happens we’re the only ones tonight as we're here out of 
season. 


That being the case, and because they know we came so far, 
they offer us a complimentary upgrade to their very best 
room, which we accept without hesitation. 


“How did you know about this place?” | ask him, with a 
friendly nudge in the side as we’re shown to our room. 


“My best friend told me.” 
“Your best friend. When am I going to meet him?” 


“You already know him...goes by the name of Google,” he 
Says and | slap him on the back. 


We can’t help but laugh as he wraps his arm around me and 
gives me a hug, which gives me the perfect opportunity to 
pinch his side. 


“And here you are,” the man says as he opens the door for us 
to enter “Please enjoy your stay If you need anything 
tonight or over the next couple of days, please just let us 
know.” 


He nods and then shows himself out. 
“Next couple of days?” | gasp. 


“When you find yourself in paradise | figure it’s best to 
extend your stay,” Alessandro says. 


“Paradise is right!” | say moving over towards the floor to 
ceiling windows taking in the majestic, sweeping view as an 
orange hue is cast over the vineyard. | look out the corner of 
the room and see an infinity pool. 


“It’s only paradise, because you are here to share it with,” he 
says from behind me. 


| smile, placing my hands on the window, still looking back, 
before | catch my own reflection in the glass in front of me. 
I’ve never looked so happy in my entire life. 


“You know what this place would be perfect for?” | ask as | 
Spin around to see what he’s doing. 


“Beautiful,” he says as he kneels on the hardwood floor, 
looking up at me as he holds open a small black box with an 
absolutely beautiful diamond ring inside “We’ve comea 
long way in a short time, and now it’s time to do something 
that will only take a moment but will last a lifetime. There 
are no words to describe how much you mean to me. | want 
to share my life with you forever and always because | love 
you more than life itself Marry me,” he says. 


The absolute whirlwind of the last few days hits me like a 
Mack truck and the tears start flowing. 


| don’t know how | got here or what | did to deserve the most 
incredible man in the world, in the most beautiful place in 
the world, and I’m not crazy enough to ask either before the 
clock strikes midnight and my luck runs out. 


“Yes,” | say. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” 


| move closer to him and he slides the ring on my finger. It’s 
a perfect fit on my hand just like he’s a perfect fit for me. 


We're from two different worlds, but so similar in so many 
ways. Our journeys in this life started out almost the same, 
but in very different corners of the earth. But our destinies 
brought us here, together. 


And that’s how we're going to stay forever. 


“Baciami,” | say, putting my hands on his face and 
demanding he kiss me. 


And that’s exactly what he does, scooping me up off the 
floor and into his arms as he plants his lips on mine, carrying 
me to the bed to remind me again that I’m his... forever. 


CHAPTER 18 


Alessandro 


“When did you even have time to get it,” she asks in- 
between the soft kisses | plant on her lips. 


Our night in Lake Como was wild and crazy. That was our 
night of passion. 


This is our night of romance, and passion. 


Not that we weren’t romantic in Lake Como, but it was our 
first time and our hunger was primal, beyond our control. 


Lake Como is beautiful, but nothing compares to this. 

“While you were in class this morning.” 

“You bought a motorcycle and a ring?” 

| lay her down on the bed and slowly remove my shirt, 
remembering that we just rode three hours on a motorcycle. 
| laugh. 

“What’s so funny?” 

“Yes, | bought it this morning. When you know, you know.” | 
pause. “I haven’t bought anything for myself in years and in 
regards to that ring... l'Il only ever by one of those so that 


was the easiest purchase I’ve ever made in my life.” 


“But why are you laughing?” she asks. 


“Because | know my hunger for you is already very apparent, 
SO apparent that | forgot just how sweaty | am.” 


“Oh yeah,” she says, realizing she’s the same. “Shower?” 


“In Lake Como we started out in the pool, and they have one 
here...an amazing one at that.” 


“I like the sound of that,” she says. “Quick showers and to 
the pool?” 


“Deal,” | say knowing once | step inside that shower with her 
it’s not going to be quick. I’m going to worship every inch of 
her body. 


CHAPTER 19 
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The second | stepped into the shower | felt his big body 
behind me, pressing into mine. 


His cock hard against my back as the pressure from his hips 
pushed me forward until my hands caught the shower wall 
as the warm water came down all around us. 


We were hot, dirty, and sweaty from that three plus hour 
motorcycle ride. 


Plus we were worked up. 


Holding onto him all that time... having my hands on him 
tight without being able to do anything to him... feeling that 
motor vibrating underneath my pussy as | pressed into his 
back was hours and hours of foreplay. 


It was time for the payoff. 


| feel his hand, covered in shower gel, slide up the middle of 
my body, between my breasts before taking one tit in his 
hand and massaging it firmly, and then the other. 


Then his other hand slides up my neck, massaging me there 
before working shampoo into my hair which had been 
trapped underneath that helmet all afternoon. 


My back arches as my hips push into his thighs and | feel his 
cock twitching against the goose bump covered skin of my 
back. 


I’m already hot, wet, and needy...and it’s only getting worse. 
| feel his big, muscular chest press against my shoulders as 
he presses his body tight against mine, giving him more 
leverage to lather up my front. 

Suddenly his hand leaves my chest and his chest comes off 
my shoulders, just before | feel his meaty palm come down 
hard on my ass. 


| moan in pleasure as he kneads my ass meat like a butcher 
tenderizing tonight’s main course. 


He slaps my ass again, and | know he’s left a red mark this 
time, claiming me, even though the only ones who will ever 
see it are us. 

“This,” he says, grabbing my ass hard. “Is mine.” 


“Always,” | say. 


“Watching your body respond turns me the fuck on,” he says 
as he spanks me again. 


Then he runs his hand straight up my spine, hitting every 
nerve as my back arches, twists, and turns to meet his 
touch. 


| felt the heat of light pain on my ass mixed with the 
pleasure from everything else. 


So much for romance right now. That would have to wait. 


“You ready to get fucked?” he asks. 


“My answer is always the same,” | say softly as | try and 
catch my breath, feeling my heart beating hard in my chest. 


“And my reply is always the same. | want to hear you Say it. 
You know how much | like hearing it from your lips.” 


| turn my head back, making eye contact with him. 


“| want you to take me, to fuck me like you want to fuck 
me... which is exactly how | want to get fucked... high and 
hard. So high, so deep, that you fill my womb and make us 
a baby. And hard, so I can feel just how much I turn you on, 
which turns me on too.” 


He let loose a throaty growl and | feel the head of his cock 
against my folds. 


“What are you waiting for? Fuck me,” | say, challenging 
him, almost taunting him, like | know he wants. 


| feel his dick slide inside me and | come up on my tiptoes as 
| grunt myself as he gives me the whole nine inches at once. 


My breath catches as he palms my ass cheeks, squeezing so 
hard it was to the edge of the amount of possessiveness | 
could take, and as I took his cock again and again and again 
it just felt better and better and better, and that pain 
quickly turned into pleasure. 


His hands come off my ass and lock a hold of my hips as he 
thrusts into me, my hands plastered against the wall as | 
brace myself to take his force. 


“Deeper,” | moan out, Knowing there’s no way he can go 
deeper He’s already buried inside me, but when | say it it 
turns me on even more, and | know it does the same for him 
too. 


Somehow he finds another gear and | feel him slide in me 
faster and just a fraction of an inch more, but it makes all 
the difference as my eyes close and my stomach tightens. 


“I’m gonna...” 


Everything tightens and | scream as | unload cream on his 
cock just as he explodes inside me like a rocket lifting off 
with enough power to make it to the moon. 


| feel his warmth inside me as he fills me just as deep as | 
asked for before we started moments ago. 


My entire body flexes, as my pussy clenches around his 
cock, milking him for every last drop. 


“Fuck you’re so tight,” he says just near my ear as his own 
hand finds the shower wall as his other wraps around my 
middle, making sure we stay connected until he finishes his 
climax. 


His body stills, and then jerks a few times more as he throws 
hot ropes of come inside me over and over again. They’re 
not as powerful as the first explosion, but they sure area 
nice continuation of what we started. 


He pushes back off the wall and his hand goes to his head. 


“I'm lightheaded,” he says. “Every ounce of blood is in my 
other head right now.” 


“And every ounce of your come is inside me right now,” | say. 


He grins. “And as soon as my body makes more, that batch 
is gonna be buried inside you too.” 


I’m already washed in emotions right now from everything 
that’s happened today and the promise of what’s still to 
come. 


“| think there’s no chance I’m not pregnant yet,” | say 
somewhat randomly. 


“Good,” the deep timbre of his voice calls out. “That was 
always the plan. And when that belly is sticking out the 
whole world will know you’re mine.” 


“And until then they’ll see this and know to stay away,” | say 
holding my hand up and flashing him the diamond ring he 
put there. 


His big hand takes my tiny one in his and he kisses the ring, 
and then my wrist. 


“And if they see your hand and are crazy enough not to stay 
away? Well, then they'll get my hands...and they'll be 
balled up in massive fists that will put them on the ground... 
or underneath it. Because you're mine and mine alone.” 


CHAPTER 20 


Alessandro 


After we got cleaned up we went for a swim in the infinity 
pool where we split a very small glass of wine, just to sample 
one of the luxuries this part of the world has to offer. 


Aurora may only be twenty, but that’s over the drinking age 
in Italy by four years. 


It’s the kind of freedom she deserves, and most importantly 
the freedom from her problems, which I’m going to put an 
end too as soon as our romantic rendezvous is over. 


l'II come up with a plan and take care of our issues once and 
for all, but | can’t think about that right now, because all | 
can think about is her. 


“You're going to be the cleanest person in the country,” | say 
as | massage shampoo into her scalp in the clawfoot tub in 
our room. 


“| need a good cleaning after all that dirty talk,” she says. 
“Maybe you should clean this up too.” 


She closes her eyes, puckers up, and tilts her head back 
towards me. 


| gently plant a kiss on her lips and my hands stop moving, 
just tighten around her hair. 


She laughs and our connection is broken. 
“What’s so funny?” | ask. 


“Everytime we kiss or do something romantic | feel your grip 
tighten. It’s so cute how you become so possessive, so 
obsessed, just from kissing me.” 


“It’s not just then. It’s all the time” 


“I know,” she says. “I guess since those are the times when | 
can physically feel it | notice it the most, even though | 
always feel it in my heart.” 


“Speaking of your heart, and mine, we've tried to be 
romantic on more than a few occasions and failed. It’s 
time.” 


“The wine getting to you?” she says with a wink as she 
stands up in the tub and | move the metal hose from it’s 
holder, giving her a final rinse as | pull the stop from the tub 
so it can drain. 


“You got to me, but | hope this wine will delay my desire for 
you a little bit...slow me down and drag things out, but you 
know how | always turn into an animal when it comes to 
you.” 


“I like the animal. But some slow tender touches right now 
would be perfect.” 


After I’ve got her pretty well patted dry | get a good grip on 
her with the towel and scoop her up in my arms, moving her 
from vertical to horizontal in one motion. 


“Weeee!” she says. “I didn’t know I’d get an amusement 
park ride today too.” 


“Oh, you’re going to get a ride all right,” | say. “You can 
count on that.” 


CHAPTER 21 


Aurora 
“Did you know this hotel was a medieval lookout point 
between two great Tuscan rivals?” he asks as he carries me 
to the bed. 
“I had no clue, but that’s cool information.” 
“Siena, at seventeen miles away, and Florence, at twenty- 
eight miles away. And we’re just a stone’s throw from the 
town of Castellina.” 
“Well the only rivalry that’s going on here now is which one 
of us gets to please the other more, but that’s no rivalry 
because we're both on equal footing and we’re both 
winning.” 


He gently lays me on my back on the bed and | roll out of 
the towel. 


“Equal footing, or equal backing?” 
I laugh. “Is backing used in that way as a real word?” 


“It is tonight, because | want you to lie on your back and not 
do a damn thing while | please you endlessly.” 


“I like the sound of that,” | say. 


| lie out flat, take a deep breath in and blow it out. 


Then Alessandro massages my foot, followed by my calf, his 
hands finding tight spots I didn’t even know | had. 


His touch is firm, but pleasing at the same time, as he 
releases so much tension I’ve been carrying for way too 
long. 


For the next two hours or more | completely lose track of 
time as he massages my front and back, plants kisses all 
over my body, and generally just fills me with bliss in every 
manner possible. 


And the cherry on the cake is the slow love making session 
at the end which we draw out and make last for what seems 
like forever, in the best way imaginable. 


| don’t Know anything about tantra, or tantric sex, or any of 
that delayed sexual release stuff, but I’m pretty sure that’s 
what we just did. 


And as he lies next to me in the bed my mind finally has a 
quiet moment to process that this man is my fiancée. 


This is my life now. This perfection. Sure, we’re not going to 
stay in amazing Tuscan castles that function as hotels all the 
time, but that doesn’t matter in the slightest. 


What does matter is that he’s mine and I’m his, and together 
we form an unbeatable team. 


| never knew I was even missing out on something like this, 
because | never knew him. 


He’s the final piece of the puzzle | didn’t even know | was 
trying to put together 


It’s funny how life works like that sometimes, but the best 
part is that we work out together perfectly in every way. 


He pulls me in tight and as the last of the candlelights by 
the bed flickers out and | see the moon and the stars over 
the vineyard out the windows to our room, | Know I’ve never 
been so happy in my entire life. 


And the thoughts and anticipation of what’s to come, with 
him, only makes me that much happier. 


“Good night,” | say softly as | hear his breath slow and his 
chest move more slowly against my back as we spoon. 


“Mine,” he mumbles and that grip of his tightens once 
again. “Only mine” 


“Mine,” | say so softly that he won’t be able to hear it and | 
won’t wake him up. 


But | feel his chin moving against my shoulder and know 
he’s nodding, before his breath slows again and he’s 
completely asleep. 


A second or two later | pass out as well, from the best kind of 
exhaustion a woman could ever know. 


CHAPTER 22 


Alessandro 
Two days later 


After staying another night we checked out late and rode 
back up to Milan, arriving around sunset. 


We consider having one of the famous all you can eat 
dinners in the romantic Navigli area, a series of five 
interconnected canals that includes an innovative system of 
dams conceived by Leonardo da Vinci at the end of 15th 
Century. 


In the end we figure it’s best to just eat at home so we can 
get a good night’s rest and get back to doing the things we 
have to do tomorrow, even though the Navigli’s quality and 
price ratio, and proximity to our apartment is appealing. 


“I have an idea. l'Il go grab a pizza from the corner shop 
and we can eat it while we watch a movie,” | say. 


“That sounds perfect,” she says as we both unlock our 
apartment doors at the same time. It’s almost comical at 
this point. 


| set down my backpack, which | store on the back of my 
bike for trips like the one we just took, and have a big glass 
of water. 


It occurs to me that I’ve never actually been inside her 
apartment. 


| Knock next door and hear her say, “Come in.” 


When I walk in she says, “Are you crazy? You don’t have to 
knock.” 


“| just want to respect your personal space,” | say, and 
speaking of crazy | spot a backpack that’s partly opened 
next to the door. | see pepper spray and weapons inside. 


“What’s this?” 


“Sorry,” she says. “Reality check. The fantasy time in 
Tuscany is over and | have to go back to being vigilant. | 
have to be ready in case he finds me.” 


My fists tighten and thoughts of killing this guy fill my mind. 


The idea that anyone could take advantage of someone so 
nice and trusting, especially her, makes me question 
humanity in general. 


But | don’t question my own thoughts. | know without a 
doubt | would end him if | had the chance. Mono a mono. 


Figuring that out is my next plan, but first | need to calm 
down and focus on getting food for us my hanger, hungry 
and angry combination, is only going to get worse. 


“He’s never going to harm you again,” | say, giving hera 
kiss on the cheek. “And I’m going to find out a way to make 
sure of that.” 


“Thank you, but it’s my problem.” 


| hold up her hand, staring at herring. “It’s our problem, 
and it’s not going to be a problem much longer You can rest 
assured of that.” 


| give her a kiss and slide out the door | stand there waiting 
for a second, listening. 


“I'm locking it,” she says thought the door and | hear the 
deadbolt slide shut. 


| take off down the stairs wanting to stretch my legs as much 
as possible after that long ride. 


Thoughts of this guy fill my head. The idea that she has one 
of those “bug out bags” that doomsday preppers in case of a 
catastrophic event makes me so damn angry. 


No one should have to live their life like that. Preppers, 
okay, but not people that are on edge that someone is out to 
harm or even kill them. It’s disgusting. 


One of the good things about her taking my last name is 
that he won’t be able to track her anymore, but that’s not 
how this is going to end. I’m going to put a permanent end 
to it well before that. 


| walk to the pizza shop and put in the order. Pacing outside 
the shop as they prepare it | start to formulate my plan. No 
way I’m using her as bait to lure him in, but going to 
America is tough too because if | get on a flight the mafia 
might then find me. 


Just the idea that nothing can be done right now infuriates 
me. He has to do something illegal first before action can be 
taken. 


Well, I’m ready to do whatever it takes, legal or not, to make 
sure | take care of this once and for all. 


| hope he saw the movie Gladiator, because just like Russell 
Crowe as General Maximus Decimus Meridius I’m ready to 
fight to the death when it comes to my family. 


And it doesn’t matter that we haven’t walked down the aisle 
yet. My family is, and always will start with and end with, 
her. 


CHAPTER 23 


Aurora 
| hear Alessandro at the door 


“Coming!” | say, as | quickly finish drying off from my 
shower and make my way to the door. 


| hate to keep him waiting and I can already imagine the 
taste of that fresh Mozzarella and tomato sauce from the 
Milanese pizza melting in my mouth. 


| slide the deadbolt open with one hand as | tie my robe with 
the other. 


| pull the door open and suddenly feel the pressure of the 
door as it hits me, sending me flying back as it slams into 
the wall. 


“Well, well, well. Look what we have here,” Norman, my old 
boss says. 


He points a gun down at me and looks around the room. 
“Have you missed me?” 

He sees my backpack lying open next to the door. 

“Oh, apparently you were expecting my visit. Goody!” 


He rifles through the bag. 


“Too bad it’s so hard to get a gun in Europe.” He smiles. 
“Oh wait!” he says putting his free hand to his cheek as if to 
act shocked and to mock me. “Seems | was able to figure it 
out.” 


| stare at him as he pulls something out of the bag. | wish he 
was in a bag himself, a fucking body bag. 


His hand comes out of the bag and he’s holding my best 
chance of protection like it’s atoy “Wow, even a Taser? It 
looks like this thing could take down an elephant. Guess it 
will be more than enough to do the job on your Italian 
stallion then, won’t it?” 


“You're never gonna find out!” an angry deep voice says, 
causing Norman to quickly turn towards the door just as 
Alessandro comes through burying the pizza in his face to 
blind him as his hand grips his wrist hard. 


The gun falls from his hand and Alessandro catches it just 
before it falls into the backpack. 


As Norman reaches for his face to wipe away the pizza, 
Alessandro pistol whips him over and over and over again 
until | can’t tell what’s pizza sauce and what’s blood. 
Eventually Norman’s body stills and Alessandro looks up at 
me like a wolf who just took down its prey with an 
unparalleled completeness and swiftness. 

“You okay?” he says moving towards me. 


“Yeah,” I say. “I think so.” 


He comes and wraps me up in his arms, holding me close. 


“That was him, right?” 
“Yes,” | say in-between sobs. “Was.” 


“| told you | was going to put an end to this and | did. No 
more running for you,” he says. 


“Won't the cops have questions? He’s dead.” 

“A crazy man with a past, who you reported, coming all the 
way to Italy with a gun to track you down. We have different 
rules here. You won’t have to worry about this for one 
second.” 


“Even after the whole Amanda Knox thing?” 


“That was different, much different. | killed him. I’m Italian. 
He was attacking you. You're safe.” 


“What about you?” | ask. 


“That’s a different story,” he says. “And it’s time to write the 
final chapter... tonight.” 


CHAPTER 24 


Alessandro 


| keep both my head and the throttle down as we ride 
through Northern Italy, across Switzerland, into France, 
through Luxembourg and then Belgium. 


Only one more country to go. 


Google maps says It’s six hundred and sixty four miles by 
car from my doorstep to where I’m going, but it might as 
well be 666 because tonight I’m going to slay the beast once 
and for all. 


And my headstrong warrior, my future wife, is right there 
with me holding on tight from behind. 


The drive is supposed to take eleven hours by car. By bike 
it’s much faster, but with my woman on the back | don’t 
push the speed too much. 


We go fast, no doubt, but there’s nothing I’m going to do to 
jeopardize us...and by us I also know she must be carrying. 


| put so much seed in her these last few days there’s no way 
she’s not with child. 


Our child. 


Protecting her from that evil prick earlier tonight was only 
the starting point. Now that she’s mine I’ve got the honor 


and privilege of keeping her safe for a lifetime. 


That includes teaching our sons to look out for their mother 
after I’m gone. I’m ten years older than her and a big guy so 
there’s no way I’m outliving her, nor would | want to. 


The thought alone of waking up one morning in this life 
without her would kill me just by itself. 


| see the sign for Holland coming up and | can’t help but 
smile. 


We're close. Damn close. 


And | know my enemies are close too, but they didn’t 
calculate the kind of fight I’m bringing to them this time. 


| fought with my bare hands earlier tonight, or technically 
last night. Now it’s time to fight with my mind, and to show 
these brutes who the real fucking kingpin is. 


CHAPTER 25 


Aurora 
The action with Alessandro never stops. 


We sit in The Hague, in Holland, waiting for something, 
anything. 


Alessandro stands up, pacing. 


| know he’s not nervous though. He just wants this to all be 
over like me. 


The special agent from The Hague steps out of his office and 
motions for the two of us to come in. 


His facial expression is flat, providing no clues. 


Alessandro nods to me, taking my hand as he always does 
and we enter. 


Agent De Vries motions to us to have a seat. 
He walks behind his desk, leaning forward. 


He places his spaced fingers on the lacquered hardwood, 
and leans forward some more. 


He looks at Alessandro and then at me before looking at our 
hands joined between the two chairs and then finally back 
to Alessandro. 


His fingertips come flying up off the desk and his back 
straightens and he claps. 


“We got ‘em,” he says. 


| hear myself exhale, Knowing I’ve been taking short breaths 
for hours, holding in most of my oxygen. My body covered 
in goose bumps and then | feel tingling all over. 


“It worked just like you said it would. They saw your name 
in the morning paper and drove up from Naples right away. 
They had guys casing that house like the pope was inside, 
and they weren't difficult to spot at all.” 


“| knew it,” Alessandro says. 


“They were packing heat to the hilt,” he says. “They were 
really expecting to take you out for good, and they were 
ready for war Much respect.” 


“Much respect to you,” Alessandro says. 


“And | have some more good news for the two of you,” Agent 
De Vries says. “Their business model had changed a bit. 
They were now involved in the olive oil industry as much of 
the mafia is these days. Of course they were mixing in a lot 
of grape seed oils and using rancid olives that American 
consumers have come to equate with what olive oil is, 
although of course we here in Europe know it’s not. But 
anyway, this isn’t about consumer tastes. This is about 
mislabeling products, evading GST, or goods and services 
taxes, and a whole list of other crimes they’re wanted for.” 


“That’s great. | hope you take down their entire operation.” 


“We've already moved in down in Naples and seized their 
factories and taken their workers into custody Some of the 
people they trafficked to work there are singing like 
canaries. They know the whole operation and they’re more 
than happy to share it with us.” 


“Perfect,” Alessandro says. “So we're all finished here?” he 
Says standing to go. 


“Alessandro, you might just want to sit back down for this 
last part,” Agent De Vries says smiling even bigger. 


“There’s more?” 
“Oh yeah. A whole lot more.” 


We sit back down and now all that fear and anxiety is 
replaced with a kind of excitement. 


“Seems they had quite a few war criminals from the breakup 
of Yugoslavia working for them these days... guys from both 
sides of the conflicts, but this isn’t a political matter What 
this is, though, is a matter of some war criminals we’ve been 
hunting since the 1990s, and thanks to your tip we captured 
them, albeit unsuspectingly, posing as Italians. | guess 
they’re just across the Adriatic so the disguise kind of makes 
sense, not to mention they know the area and other things 
that would be useful for a mafia run organization.” 


“That’s great. Glad we could help,” Alessandro says, looking 
antsy to stand up and go. 


“Well, there’s more to it than that,” Agent De Vries says, 
“and this is the part you’re going to love. 


“Seems more than a few of them were on The Hague’s most 
wanted list and they’d been on there for awhile now. What 
does that mean? Well that means there were rewards for 
their whereabouts and capture and those rewards only grew 
in time, not to mention private rewards offered by certain 
families that wanted them to answer for what happened.” 


My mind processes his words and although I’m not the best 
at math | do have a general understanding of compound 
interest and | see the bigger picture here. The only question 
is how much bigger. 


“So they were able to escape punishment in Italy, but they 
won't in The Hague. These will be easy cases, but you don’t 
even have to wait for the verdicts, although I advise you 
never to go back to those apartments again. But don’t 
worry, we’ve got agents there gathering your belongings 
and they will be flown here so you can have them by 
tomorrow. And the best part is you won't have to, nor will 
you probably want to, ever go back there again. The money 
we're talking here, in the form of rewards, offers a significant 
change in lifestyle.” 


“What kind of change are we talking? Few hundred 
thousand?” Alessandro says. 


My jaw almost drops. 


Agent De Vries makes a thumbs up motion and then motions 
his thumb higher 


“Half a mil?” 
His thumb just keeps going. 


“A million Euros?” 


Still going. 


“All in it looks like about three point three million Euros, give 
or take. So yeah... we're going to need a bank account 
number and a routing number from you,” he says. 


Alessandro turns to look at me but I can’t get my eyes to 
move because they’re completely glossed over. 


Finally | turn and Alessandro playfully takes the hand that’s 
not holding mine and brings it to my chin, lifting my mouth. 


All three of us laugh out loud. 


“Regarding the bank account,” Alessandro says. “Is there 
some sort of witness protection program or maybe some of 
the other countries that wanted these guys captured have a 
program where we might be able to get new citizenship.” 


Agent De Vries comes around the side of the desk as the two 
of us stand. He holds out his hand and Alessandro takes it, 
never letting mine go. 


Agent De Vries places his other hand on Alessandro’s 
shoulder and looks up at him and says, “Young man, these 
men were wanted everywhere. I’m pretty sure we can work 
out something for just about any place in the globe you’d 
like to find yourself.” 


EP ILOGUE 


Aurora 
One year later 


“Hey there...neighbor” Alessandro says as he stands in the 
doorway of our guesthouse. 


“And a kind good morning to you... neighbor” | say as | 
stand in the back door of our main house. 


“Like to have morning... coffee?” 


“I was thinking maybe we could start our day witha 
different kind of...energy boost,” | say. 


“That sounds even better,” Alessandro says, as he carries 
our three-month-old back to the main house. 


“Should be all set for Agent De Vries and his family to stay 
in next week for his family vacation,” Alessandro says. 


After the huge cash windfall from The Hague, we somewhat 
ironically moved closer to... Naples. 


Less than twenty miles off the coast there’s a volcanic island 
in the Tyrrhenian Sea called Ischia. It’s only six miles across 
east to west and four mile across north to south. It’s densely 
populated though and the whole place is mountains, which 
is also ironic, because no matter how many people live here 
there’s only one that took me to the top of life’s mountain. 


Him. 


And in the process he gave me the new love of our lives, our 
three-month-old-daughter, Anna. 


And next week Anna will have a new playmate in the form of 
Agent De Vries’s granddaughter. 


I’m so excited, and | feel like a bit of a big deal. Agent De 
Vries has to come and check up on us to make sure we’re 
okay after everything that happened. 


In reality, we’re completely fine and everything is great. 
Personally | think he just wanted to get out of the office and 
get a week’s paid vacation, telling the government he’d 
Save money by staying at our place versus a hotel. 

We're happy to have him as our guest. We’ve been kind of 
laying low this first year, even though all the bad guys have 
been tried and locked away. 

| look down at the tiny lock on my necklace that | wear 
everyday. It’s the lock to my heart as Alessandro says, and 
he has a matching necklace that holds the key. 

It’s the truth. 


Before him my life was chaos, pain, and anxiety. With him, 
it’s a day at the beach... literally. 


“Go fora swim?” he asks. 
“Pool or ocean?” 


“It’s early still. How about both?” 


“You read my mind,” | say. 

“Speaking of reading minds, can you tell what’s on mine 
right now?” he asks as he moves closer, placing his hand on 
my hip, but it quickly wraps around to my backside. 

“| have a pretty good feeling,” | say. 


“Not as good a feeling as mine,” he says. 


“You sure I’m not too big back there? | just delivered three 
months ago.” 


“Beyonce may have written the Bootylicious theme song, 
but woman you took it and trademarked it.” 


“You like it?” 

“I like it thin, big, pale, or sunburnt... because it’s a part of 
you. And I don’t like it...I love it, just like | do all of you. Plus 
it gives me extra padding when | lose my mind when | enter 
you from behind, which | always do.” 

“Like last night?” 


“And like in about ten minutes from now,” he says. 


My hand comes forward and | slide it down the front of his 
surf trunks. 


“Ten minutes? You mean ten inches,” | say feeling his 
hardness. “How do you get so horny so fast?” 


“Have you looked in the mirror lately? The answer is right 
there.” 


“Come on.” 


“| swear. | was never this way before you, and now | don’t 
know any other way.” 


“Seriously?” 

He gives me a hug as he continues holding Anna. 

“You think | could carry on an act for, what...a year now? 
That would be a lot of Viagra, and you know | don’t need 
that stuff. Don’t even know what it looks like, because | 
have your sexy body to feast my eyes on whenever | want. 
That’s what it means to be mine, remember?” 


“How could | ever forget, and why would | want to?” 


He leans in and gives me one of those kisses that just melts 
me and when our faces separate | see Anna laughing. 


“You think this is funny, young lady?” | ask putting my 
hands on my hips. “This is how you got here in the first 
place,” I say, tickling her stomach to even more laughter. 


Alessandro’s hand goes to my stomach. “We've gota 
problem here.” 


“What’s wrong?” | ask. 
“It's empty.” 
“Ready for breakfast?” 


“Not that kind of empty. Time to make Anna a little brother 
or sister,” he says leading me inside the house. 


“| guess you’re not going to give me the chance to say 
whether I want to go through nine months of carrying a child 
again?” | tease. 


“I know you do, just like | do, and also... you’re mine,” he 
snarls playfully, just before he puts Anna in her crib. 


“I know, but why don’t you remind me,” I say with a wink. 


He pulls my shirt up over my head and it begins, but then 
again did it ever stop? 


His hands are on me constantly, whether we're cuddling in 
the night, holding hands as we walk along the beach, or 
wrapping me up in hugs. 


No matter what way he puts his hands on me the feeling 
always reminds me of the most important thing. 


| belong to this possessive Italian. 


And he belongs to me. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Alessandro 
Fourteen more years later 


“Lean more. Hands higher,” Aurora says to Anna. “Right 
there!” 


She presses down on the shutter button and the camera 
clicks. Anna quickly runs to her as she pulls up the preview. 


We all bust out laughing and then high five each other. 


“It’s so good mom. It really looks like I’m holding up the 
Leaning Tower of Pisa.” 


“What do you mean it looks like? We have to hold it or it will 
fall over. Hurry, Antonio! Save it.” 


Our twelve-year-old, Antonio, runs into position and then 
Aurora takes another shot, but just before she does Antonio 
turns around and sticks his butt at the tower making it look 
like he’s holding it up with his backside. 


| can’t help but laugh. He’s the joker in our family and he’s 
always “on.” 


After he goes our ten-year-old twins Angelo and Angela take 
a picture together, as they often do, and finally it’s time for 
Aurora and l. 


Aurora hands the camera off to Anna. It’s hard to believe 
she’s fourteen already. The years are flying by, but 
thankfully we’ve been making so many memories along the 
way. 


| scoop my wife up right of the ground and onto my 
shoulders. 


“Whoal” she says. 

“Legs tight,” | say. 

She tucks her legs underneath my armpits. 

“Here we go,” | say and | lean forward pretending to push on 
this global landmark which has been leaning since 1178, 
while she does the same. 

“Lean more,” Anna says, making a motion with her hands. 


“You know you can always lean on me,” | say. 


Aurora looks down at me and smiles. “I’ve been doing that 
since that first trip to Lake Como.” 


“And I’ve been doing the same,” | say. 
“Mom, you’re not pushing,” Anna says. 


| stand up straight, feeling all the love | have for this woman 
and it’s making me weak in the knees. 


“How were you leaning on me?” she asks as | tilt my head 
back and she rubs the top of my head. 


“I can’t have a life like this on my own, can I? | can only 
enjoy all this because of you, because of us, because of 
them,” | say opening my arms out towards the kids. 


“Dad, you’re not doing it right!” Angelo and Angela say at 
the same time. 


“Yeah, we are,” | say to my woman. “We've been doing it 
just perfectly for fifteen years.” 


She leans down and gives me a kiss and | hear the camera 
click. 


| look up and Antonio is giving his sister bunny ears from 
behind and the twins have the same body language. 


My family is funny, unique, and all mine. 
And | wouldn’t trade ‘em for the world. 


And especially not her, because everything starts with the 
mother in Italy, and in our lives as well. 


And this mother, best friend, lover, and everything else 
that’s good about life is mine. 


Mine and only mine. 
Forever. 


“Wow, it’s actually pretty good,” Anna says, looking at the 
picture she took. 


“It’s not good,” I say. “It’s perfect.” 


My woman leans in again and kisses me for all the world to 
see, Claiming me as I claim her. 


“Mine,” | say. 

“Mine,” she says. 

“Don't move!” Anna says. 

Little does she know I've been holding my breath since the 
very first time | laid eyes on her mother, when she took it 
away and I haven’t ever been able to catch it since. 


“Cheese!” Anna says. 


“Mozzarella!” we say together, and then we all start 
laughing together...as a family, as life was meant to be. 
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